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Mr. Hahdikoe was a clergyman ; he had a 
lifing in the central part of England ; but lying 
aa it did exposed unhealthily to the malaria from 
the marshea of the Ouee, .his wife*s health had 
obliged him to be a non-resident, and for many 
yean they had led a wandering life together from 
cun^ to euncy. Mrs. Hardinge's body, like 
inflfm miiub tired easily with what was familiar 
to i^ and craved for novelty. They seldom . 
■t4yed longer at any one place than waa enough 
to enable tbem to carry away the heart of every 
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creature that bad come in contaet with them, a 
silver sugar-baain, or cream ju^ and one more 
addition to their fiunily circle. 

Mr. Hardioge had'bsd^n diatinguiahed at col- 
lie ; but he had mamikf immediately on leay- 
ing ity and his nature had rather led him to abed 
bimaelf outwarda» in acta of kindness to bis fel- 
low creatures, than to submit his mind to any 
laborious discipline in the study of divines and 
philosophers. . • • • The characteristic feature 
in him was benoTolence — beneyolence full, 
prompt, actiye, without a tinge of maudlin in it, 
yet so extensive that it could reach to sympathy 
even with a broken flower. 1 have known him 
lend his cloak to a beggar in a storm on a wild 
moor, and content himself with a mere promise it 
should be brought back to tiim. The repeated 
experience of men's unwortbiness through twenty 
years of life among them as a clergyman, had 
not made him distrustful, or even admit the 
possibility of the promise being broken. A drive 
with Mr. Hardinge was a serious undertaking ; 
not a snail or a worm if he saw them (and on 
these occasions he was wonderfully sharp- 
sighted) might be left in the road for fear that 
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somebody might hurt them; not a stone of 
common bigness for fear it might hurt somebody. 
I remember once his fBilling in with some boys 
who were drowning a cat in a pond by the road 
side. As persuasion produced no effect, he said 
he would buy it of them, and offered them half-a^ 
crown ; the young rascals took the money, and 
ran off, telling him he might go fetch the creature 
out of the water for himself. And be did. • • . 
But an instance of this kind never made him 
think the worse, or he more suspidous, of peo- 
ple generally. It lumped itself up with the 
abstract wickedness he preached against on Sun- 
days. He abhorred wickedness, but he seldom 
or never abhorred people for being wicked, he 
could not believe any one he came in contact with 

to be so So that it must be pretty plain 

that of what is called knowledge of the world he 
had very little. ... He believed of course that 
there was badness growing, plenty of it, but he 
could not suspect any one he knew to have any 
badness. Men of base mbds always estimate 
others by themselves, and whenever a selfish 
interested motive can be found for anything any 
one has done, that motive they are sure must 
have been the motive, because they have never 
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acted themselves from any other. Mr. Htrdinge 
exactly inyerted this rule, because he was good, 
because he never felt even the most fleetiiig doud 
of selfishness throw a shadow over his mind, he 
thought the hest of any action that fell under 
bb notice, as long as it was possible to entertain 
a doubt 

This natural tendency was very much height- 
ened by a misforfortune which befel him about 
bis thirty-eighth year, in the termination of a 
gradually increasing disorder in almost total 
deafness. Thus a physical infirmity coming into 
the help of disposition, he was farther than ever 
from being able to form correct judgments of 
people. Hitherto he bad been forced to know 
something from what he could not avoid hearing. 
Conversation going on about him must have told 
him at any rate what other people thought, and 
even in their conversation with himself they 
could not be for ever on their guard. But it is 
different when so much effort is required — ^you 
cannot well be'lntemperate or selfish or worldly 
down a speaking trumpet. .... And so it 
came to pass that, shut up in himself and in 
his own pure and noble thoughts and feelings, 
be loved his fellow-creatures too well to look 
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at them as anything else than a mirror where he 
saw all his owd goodDess reflected and believed 
it was theirs. 

Of the great multitude of the mixed charac- 
ters of good and ill, neither wholly good nor 
wholly bad, but for ever oscillating between the 
two, with a negative and a positive, a selGsh 
and a generous motive for almost all they do ; 
of the difficulties which are thrown in men's 
way from the artificial structure of society, the 
conflicting temptationa, the fluctuating judg- 
ment of public opinion, of all the thousand com- 
plicated threads and fibres which draw men up 
and down, and do really so very seriously afl'ect 
the character for goodness or badness, of all the 
actions that are done under them, Mr. Hardinge 
knew nothing. . . . Right and wrong with him 
stood each with a rigid outline ; there was no 
shading oCFof oneinto theotherby imperceptible 
degrees ; if a thing was clearly bad it was bad 
altogether, and if he was called upon to form a 
judgment of the person, he was a bad man who 
did it. He bad his own high lofty rule of 
thought and action, but it was inflexible— ^that 
tbe rule of right and wrong could bend was no 
article of his creed. Once convince bim that 



o 



THE SPIRITS TUIALS. 



II 



any one he knew had done an immoral action, 
and the avenues of his heart were closed to him 
for ever. Evil, in its abstract form, was so loath- 
some to him, and in its concrete so little fiuni* 
liar, that if erer he was obliged to transfer the 
judgment he had of the general to the particular, 
it was transferred whole. He could make no 
allowance, and the abhorrence he would feel 
after, would be in proportion to the love be had 
felt before. Mr. Hardingedid not know the in- 
finite variety of natures men received at the 
bands of Providence, he had never studied the 
strange laws which govern the moulding of ihem 
into characters, he had no idea that the same 
temptation acts as variously on different men, 
as the same temperature on metals and gases ; 
that all these things must infinitely modify our 
judgment on the sinfulness of the individual 
that falls before them, and as infinitely the degree 
of moral injury such fall will inflict on his cha- 
racter So that it will be seen that how- 
ever we may admire Mr. Hardinge standing 
alone ; however wonderfully beautiful he might 
be, as an inhabitant of Paradise, his was not a 
character to work well among his fellow-crea« 
tures; he was likely to. bestow his affection 
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unworthily, to give all when only eotne was 
deserved, to withhold all when some should have 
remained ; and ae the warmth of his nature 
prompted him to imrnediale and precipitate 
action, we shall not be surprised in the sequel of 
the story to find one more proof that in so intricate 
a world the simple-minded cannot walk innocu- 
ously in their simple-mindedness; that benevo- 
lence, undirected by knowledge, may do untold 

evil, in the unwise pursuit of good 

The wounds we receive from bad men, deservetl 
or undeserved, are soon healed again; but when 
a good man strikes, and there is no cause, the 
wound is poisoned. 
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CHAPTER II. 



At the tine my story be^ns the Hardinget 
were living in Wales; tbeywerefbndof mountun 
countries. They had tried alt partsof England ; 
but they were never happy away from the lakes, 
and rocks, and hills. People of strong feeling 
and not highly ciiltiTated, generally breathe most 
freely where nature is the only artist ; and more- 
over, whoever is fond of mountains at all is fond 
of them with a passion, because they are so indi- 
vidual. Each one of the great giants baa bis 
own form, his own features, and his own name, 
and he winda round and round your heart like a 
human b«ng with a soul tn him, and you love 
him as an old friend. The pine woods, and 
clifi,aDd water&lls, become as we grow amuig 
tbem as it were a part of onr mind ; they have 
done BO mud) to educate na, we merence tbem 
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aa our greatest teachers of wisdom j while every 
singte scene is of so clear and so marked a kind, 
aiid It hardly ever fails to he inseparably twined in 
with some bright and sunny recollection. De- 
sides they mre so unchanging. To a thouglitful 
mind like Mr. Hanlinge's, which is ever looking 
ibr God, in all God's world around him, fit 
emblanw they at%, in changing scenes, among 
changing men, of Him who is the same yesterday, 
to-day, and for ever. Mr. Hardingeused to talk 
of the everlasting- hills. It was his nearest ap- 
proach to irony when he would point to the cloud 
on Cadir Idis, and bid us think how just so, the 
great giant had curtained himself in his chair, in 
the old world before the flood ; just so the grim 
mountain had frowned in the gathering storm- 
cloud of the old deluge, or so smiled between 
taars and gladness in the sunshine before the 
ledring waters. There sleeps thfl enchanted 
Arthur, there wrung the mailed heel of Gleo- 
dower, above the valley where the modem 
traveller rolls along his iron road in fire-winged 
chariot. We poor lords of the creation, what a 
nlly donee be bos watched us lead here, down 
under him ; w loud, so noisy, as it all was, and 
■weeinng aw«j without an echo. Yet there sits 
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he SO calm, so serene^ so silaot; as he smiles on 
us, so by-and-bye he will smile od our cbildren*s 
chiMreo ; and there he will be for the last eod, 
when the smoke-clouds of the burning world shall 
wreathe bim in his shroud. 

It was within sight of Cadir Mr. Hardinge 
was living* in a large old house* csHed Morlands, 
a few miles below Machrynnleth, at the head of 
the long salt-water lake at the mouth of the 
Dovey river. His family had been completed 
some eight years, and now consisted of four 
daughters and three sons; besides these were 
two or three young pupils; in all the brightest* 
merriest, sunniest party, and, considering Mr* 
Hardinge's knowing anything about it was 
I . totally out of the question, not exceedingly noisy, 

* .... Except indeed, when the porridge bowl 

came on the table, and then there was a rplendid 
; scramble. It was quite beautiful to see them 

and sit with them at a meal-time; the fathers 
I full, round sweet face, smiling so fondly over 

! 1 • them all, with goodness besming off from it on 

) ;' all he shone upon, like light and heat from off the 

sun. Of the children, of what they were, and 
their way of bringing up, I might write much. 
I must content myself with a little. Bom with 
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sU their father's exuberant kindliness, lod sU 
their mother's grace, they had grown up together 
in the most natural atmosphere in the world. It 
seemed as If none of them had ever known any 
inclinauon to do wrong, for you never beard a 
•You shall not," or a 'You must noL* They 
said their ten commandments certunly ; but 
then like healthy children they attached no 
moaning at all to them in their nefrative form, 
and understood them only as they are interpreted 
into a directer shape in the catechiNn explana- 
tion. To he sure, they were let to do almost 
ererythin^ they pleased thiU was not wrong. 
It was no part of the Norlands plan to impose 
restraints for their own sake as a discipline of 
obedience ; it seemed at any rate as if all the 
beet which people purpose to gain by such means 
had been lavished on the young Hardinges by 
nature^ .... There was a school-room, where 
they conmved to assimilate a certain quantity 
ofdesultory information ; but there was not the 

least attempt at strictness of rules All 

they did, all they got, seemed to flow out of 
themselres, as if it could not help it ; just u th«y 
grew Dp they ware left to stand: fine young 
health; frait*tre68^ that nerer knew the pruning 
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book. The wondar wu th«y did not degenante 
and grow weedt, but they did not. The boys 
wen ntfaer rough certainly, shaggy, like moun- 
taio ponies; but well-bred, and clean-limbed^ 
miod and body — you could aee at a glance that 

dipped they would show admirably This 

was as boys — aa man who are to take a place in 
professions, and in the business of life, it is to 
be fesred there will be a deficiency, unless they 
have talent of a most uncommon kind. A man 
requires a certain quantity of positire acquire- 
ments merely to be a fully developed man : and 
they will have to be working up the lost ground 
at the expense of their profesMons ; but this by 
the way ; they were boys at the time I am speak- 
ing ot Now for the girls. . . . The 

eldest was about twenty, the second two years 

younger, the other two children From 

the way these last went on one might form asort of 
conjecture what had been the education of the 
elder ones; tossing in the swing, rolling their 
hoops along the grass-plat, and wielding rake 
and pitchfork in the bay season : at twelve or 
thirteen they could row a boat against their 
brothers ; and if it had not been for the inconve- 
oient frock they could have played cricket, or 
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run races up the mountaio agaioBt either of them. 
Luckily tbey all inherited a liking for drawing 
and music, Tbey could spell out a little French, 
but it was rery troublesome to have to look tbe 
same word out Bo many timeti, and altogether it 
was little to their taste ; but they learnt music 
enough to play and sing tbe wild Welsh airs — 
and drawing in a rudish style tbey succeeded 
well with. They loved drawing, for they loved 
their lakes and mountains, and it was a way in 
which tbey could appropriate them to themselves. 
I paid a visit a short time since to gome of the 
old cottages in the neighbourhood, and I found 
the walls hung round with the Miss Hardinges, 
sketches. .... Such was their education, 
evincing the most shocking deficiency in all its 
most essential, even elementary acqulremenls. 
So that by what possible way they justified them- 
selves in being the fascinating creatures they 

were I must leave them to tell Just at 

the time when the girl passed into the woman, 
exactly at tbe right crisis, the change came ; 
their foot was as light as ever on the mountain- 
side ; their hand as ready in the bay-field, but 
the romping air they bad as children passed away 
(or ever. The laugh waa as buoyant, the eye as 
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bright and sunny, but the gnu^fulness they had 
inherited from their mother rounded out the 
ruder angles of their girlishness into soft flowing 
lines of beauty, and moulded them into a form as 
easy and perfect as the most highly>finished art 
could have done ; the elegance of nature was more 
perfect in them than in any women I ever saw, 
and when this is so it has the advantage of all art ; 
because it does really come, and does not only 
seem to come» directly from within. 

Altogether they were a perplexing fiunily; 
one had never met with perfect people ; one did 
not believe in perfect people — at least not in a 
perfection that would blow without care or 
culture like a wild rose in the hedge-row ; and 
yet one could find nothing at all about them that 
one could wish to be different They would do 
many out of the way things; many things that 
with any one else one would have felt doubtful 
about; but it was impossible to doubt with 
them With those bright, clear, uncon- 
scious eyes of theirs, they might do what they 
pleased, and in them it would be right. It 
deemed as if for once Nature had forgot herself ; 
and the spirit of sin which hangs over the birth 
throes, and pours itself through every baby's 



A. 



mmmmm 



TBE SPIRtl's TRIALS. 



15 



veins as it breaks into mortality, had shrunk 
from its unlovely office, and once again let old 
Earth welcome children to her bosom as pure as 
those she once wondered at under ^e palm trees 
of Paradise. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

It was Buromer ; the beginniiig of the I 

vacation. Aberdorey was a favourita place 

reading parties from the university. The I 

—the sea— the trout in the river — ^the sn 

and duck in the long marshes — the beaut 

scenery, and the pleasant, kind, hospita 

Welsh gentlemen seldom failed to prove 

tractive to the numerous cktss of young s 

dents who prefer the society of their friends a 

their unrestrained amusements (even thou 

accompanied with the presence of a nomii 

tutor, who has no control over them) to t 

uninteresting companionship of their sisters a 

the restraints of home. Courtesy has render 

such parties respectable, by calling them rea 

ing parties. But I have myself been attach 

to several, in both capacities of tutor and puf 

5 
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HRtl I cannot say my own experience could 
;. justify the name as more than an honorary title. 
" I.et the reading part of them, however, be as 

it may, they are certainly pleasant enough, and 

profitable enough in other ways ; on the whole 

the pleasantest summers I have to look back 

upon. 
It is a flno hot morning in August, 183 — , 

some hours after post time. Edward Fowler 
1 is seen plunging up and down the deep dry 
j sand road in a state denoting a frame of mind 
i anything but harmonizing with the volume of 
^Aristotle under his arm, Au open letter is in 
I his hand, into which from time to time he is 
I flinging bewildered glances, and then dashing 
4 his toot into the sand, as if he is craving to an- 
^ nihilate somebody, and is not at all particular 
'. *bo. 

"Come, Fowler," a voice calls out of the win- 

dow of one of the lodgiug-houscs, " it is tea 
, o'clock. . . . post. ... I shall see you this 
' morning at any rate. You promised faithfully, 
'you know, you would be regular this week, 
I when you went up the take on Friday. Where 
I is the rhetoric ?" 
( " The devil take the rhetoric 1" 
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** What! you are not going to cut me again?^ 
And Stenning'8 bee looked longer out of the 
window, and hu voice eounded really distreteed. 

^ O Stermingy dear Sterming, you can do me 
a thousand times more aerrioe if youll come 
and read this, and teach me some rhetoric to 
use to my father.** 

It seemed dear enough to Storming that 
there was occasion now for his serrices rather 
as a man than as a tutor; and as the atmo- 
sphere of Aristotle had not yet quite withered 
his sympathies, he went A kind word was 
everything just then to poor Fowler; as soon 
as be had found an older friend to listen to 
them, he fancied himself almost clear of his diffi- 
culties. 

The letter which had produced this outbreak 
was simple and laconic enough. Canon Fowler 
had heard from some of his own friends in the 
neighbourhood, that while he thought Edward 
was hard at work over Aristotle and Thucy- 
dides, he was spending more than half his time 
at Morland with the Hardiuges. Canon Fowler, 
with his plain businesslike way of looking at 
things, was of all the men I ever met in this 
world the very last to sympathize in a boy of 
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twenty^s love affairs. He told him very briefly 
be understood he was making an ass of himself 
and unless he could hear a saUsfactory account ]* 

of what he was about, be should write to Mr. 
Sterming, and desire him to send him home im- 
mediately. . • • Nothing could be more reaso- 
nable, or more natural, and might, without any 
great difficulty, have been believed to have been 
dictated by a real desire for Edward's real good. 
. . • But a reasonable view of things was the 
very last Edward could ever take of anything. 
... The impulse of the moment was to him 
I a divine command; and though the impulse of 
^. the next week might be the contradictory of 
; this, each was alike sacred, and it was sacrilege * 
i to disobey. • . . No, his father had always 
. ; grudged him the slightest enjoyment, and now 
that the sunlight of the highest happiness was 
just beginning to dawn upon him, he was to be 
torn from it for ever. It was always so— it was 
i his fate. It was all desperate. But let Sterm- 
j ing only look at the postscript. 
.;' It appeared that Mr. Hardinge's father had 
t been in confinement, and Canon Fowler had 
J reason to believe that insanity was hereditary in 
I their fSamily. By way of softening the peremp- 
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toriness of bis letter, be bad added this as a 
reason why he could not allow Edward to look 
forward towards, at any future time, marrying 
into it. It was rery kindly meant ; because it 
would at once put an end to the thing, and pre- 
rent its being lingered out by hopes to die a 
more painful, more protracted death. • • • He 
beliered be knew his son well enough to be sure 
the whole thing was nothing but a freak, which 
in the end would die of itself; and it was better 
to sa?e the Hardinges from an affair which was 
80 certain to be distressing. . • . But the effect 
produced on Edward was exactly the opposite of 
what was intended; he had the strangest knack, 
if any body crossed his wishes, of taking the 
stick by the burnt end. ... It happened, un- 
luckily, that there was already a degree of un- 
comfortableness in the Fowler family from a 
precisely similar matter. The eldest brother 
wished to marry a lady to whom the Canon 
had the same objection ; and of course the 
younger part of the family were all enlisted 

against their father ^ It is always the 

same,*" Edward said. ** He cares for none of us. 
I believe he would think himself well rid of us 

• 

if we w<ere dead.^ • • • And Sterming's remon- 
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strances were easily ailenced by a "You don't 
koow my father." 

The question was, however, what w^ to be 
done I Stenning was really a very kind-bearted 
fellow, and, being younger, could sympathize in 
the cause of the distress. It was clear it was do 
joking matter ; at least just then joking would 
do DO good, -and only irritate. However, he 
must know mor« before be could undertake to 
advise, and he looked up inquiringly. The 
flood-gates of poor Fowler's heart were gone 
clean down, and out it all came pouring. Ue 
had known the Hardingea before, it seemed, 
when they bad been in Somersetshire. In all 
be had spent several weeks in their house, and 
the young ladies had been twice at tiis father's 
at Darting. . . . Being such a youth as we have 
described him, of course he had fallen in love 
with Emma Haidinge, and he had really good f ' 

qoalitiea enough, or interesting qualities enougli, ?' 

to gun her affections in return. Iliat the family 
had settled at Morlands was the principal reason 
of hu having attached himself to Sterming's 
Aberdovery reading party: and on the expedi- 
tion up the lake, to which bis tutor bad some- 
what reproachfully alluded, be bad sud, or 
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fimcied he had said, so much to Emma, that he 
could not leare her now without being more 
explicit;' or at any rate without some explana- 
tion. 
\ I cannot take a better opportunity than while 

he and Storming are talking on the sands, of 
giving some account of Fowler^s earlier bbtory. 
... He tokl it me himself long after this, but 
it appears to me that with him (perhaps more 
or less with every one) if early life is made the 
mirror where the after life is shown, the distor- 
tion of each will be found to correspond and 
correct each other ; and so, and so only, can a 
real image of him as he was be arrived at. . . • 
But if tliis be not so. Fowler's history is remark- 
able^ and, without doubt, I think, deserves some 
attention for itself. 

I take it to be a matter of the most certain 
experience in dealing with boys of an amiable 
infirm disposition, that exactly the treatment 
they receive from you they will deserve. In a 
general way it is true of all persons of unformed 
character who come in contact with you as your 
inferiors, although with men it cannot be relied 
on with the same certainty, because their feel- 
ings are less powerful, abd their habit of moving 
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this way or thst way under psrticuUr drCQnir 
stances more detenniDate. But with the very 
Urge class of boys of r Riding oature who have 
very little self-confidence^ are very tittle governed 
by R determined will or judgment, but swRy up 
and down under the impulses of the moment, if 
tb^ are treated generously and trustinglyt it 
may be taken for an axiom that their feelings 
will be always strong enough to make them 
Rsbamed not to deserve it Treat them as if 
they deserved suspicion, and as inUlibly tbey 
soon actually will deserve it People seem to 
assume that to be governed by impulse means 
only ' bad impulse,' and they endeavour to coun* 
teract it by trying to work upon the judgment, 
a fiunilty which these boys have not got, and so 
cannot possibly be inBuenced by it. There never 
was a weak boy yet that was deterred from doing 
wrong by ultimate distant consequences, he was 
to learn from thinking about them. It is idle to 
attempt to manage him otherwise than by creat- 
ing and fostering generous impulses to keep in 
check the baser oom. And the greatest deli- 
CR^ is required io effecting this. It is not 
enough to do s substantial good. Substantial 
good it often dry or repulsive on the sur&ce ; 
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and must be wndentood to be ralued; just, 
again, what boys are unable to do. • . • Strong 
natures may understand and yalue the reality. 
Women, and such children as these, will not be 
affected by it, unless it shows on the surface 
what IS in the heart Provided you will do it 
with a kind, sympathizing manner, you may do 
what you please with them, otherwise nothing 
you do will affect them at alL • • • I say it is a 
fact in human nature that rast numbers of peo- 
ple are so constituted — bom so. I am not saying 
it would not be better if they were otherwise ; 
but they are not. It is idle to be ideal and Uto- 
pian. You must make what you can of things 
as they are. And yet in this matter of educat- 
ing, there are no persons more blindly theoretic 
and ideal than your practical men of under- 
standing, who bring up every body on what 
they call their few broad principles of pliun com- 
mon sense. 

If fathers could but know, or could but let 
themselves be taught, how many sleepless nights 
of anxiety they would save themselves — how 
many a naturally well-intentioned child they 
would save from sorrow and suffering and guilt, 
by but taking the trouble now and then to find 
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a fev kind words to express the rest kiodness 
which in their hearts tbey feel 1 You will find 
man; fathers — substantially kinil and good fa- 
thers — whose single guide in alt tliey do for 
their children is the highest, moat imperious 
sense of duty. It is far rarer to find one whO| 
in the little private relations of common life, will 
throw them a kind word or a kind smile. Poor 
Ned Fowler I I remember him showing me, 
with tears in his eyes, the spot in the garden 
at Darling, where he bad listened to the last 
genuine hearty words his fsther bad erer ad- 
dressed to him. It was the merest tri0e, a 
flower-bed, wberc^ as a little boy, he waa driring 
in a stick to tund up a refractory carnation; but 
the * Well donok Ned,' (it was the last time be 
had called bim Ned,) bad rung on the single, 
soft sweet note among weary years of dis- 
cord. 



Edward was the youngest of a family of eight. ' 
A talent of itself unhealthily precodous was 
most unwisely pushed forward and encouraged ■ 
out by everybody, by teachers and scboolmastert 
from the vani^ of having a little monster to dis- 
play as tbor workmaoship, by his &tber, because 
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be was aDxious for the success of his ehiUren in 
life» and the quicker they got on the better ; 
tbey would the sooner assume a position. • . • 
It had struck no one there might be a mistake 
about it No one cooM hare erer cared to see 
even if it were possible there might, on fire 
minutes' serious talk with the boy, or to hare 
listened to his laugh, would haye shown the 
simplest of them they were but developing a 
trifling quickness of Cunilty ; that the power 
which should hare gone for the growth of the 
entire tree was being directed off into a single 
branch, which was swelling to disproportioned 
magnitude, while the stem was quietly decaying. 
... As to the character of the entire boy, his 
temper, disposition, health of tone in heart and 
mind, all that was presumed. It made no show 
at school exhibitions, and at least directly as- 
sumed no form of positive importance as regarded 
afterlife. So this was all left to itself. Of course, 
if a boy knew half the Iliad by heart at ten, and 
had construed the Odyssey through at eleven, 
all other excellences were a matter of course. • . 
He was naturally timid, and shrunk from all 
the amusements and games of other boys. So 
much the better, he would keep to hb books. 
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He wu uDdergrown for bU ige, infinn, uid un- 
healthy; wad a dUpoMtioD might have been ob- 
gerred io him eveo then, in all hii dealings with 
other boyB and with hia master, to eTade diffi- 
culties instead of meeting them — a feature which 
should have called for the most delicate handling, 
and would hare far better repaid the time and 
attention which were wasted in forcing him be- 
yond his years, in a few poor miserable attain- 
ments. . . . The consequence wa% that when 
sent to « public school be was placed among 
boys four or five yearg his seniors, to live with 
them, and do their work, in school and out of 
school, with all the rest of htm, except his mere 
acquirements, undergrown even for bu own age. 
. . . His nature required treatment the most 
delicate, it received the very roughest Con- 
trary to the advice of several friends (for here 
Bosae few did protest) be was pushed upon tbe 
Foundation at Westminster, where for one year 
at leut to all boys, and to some for every year, 
the life was as bard, and the treatment as bar- 
barous, as that of the negroes in Virginia. . , . ' 
What it may be now I do not know. I am 
spealung trf what it was fifteen years ago. . . ; 
.^ Tbe juniors m oolloge have, however, in tbe 
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midst of their trials, a synpatby with one an* 
other which encourages and supports thenit and 
helps them to bear their miserable lifei and 
sometimes even draw good from it ; years pass 
i quickly, and each year will find them rising 

II higher, and by-and-bye they will take their turns 

and be masters too. 

* 

i But such comfort as this was denied to Ed- 

ward Fowler. The older boys beat him, because 
being too young for the work he had to do as 
their slave, he could not do it His own elec- 
tion were jealous of his supposed talents, and 
• beat and tortured him too. Animal courage he 

had none. Moral courage he had never been 
trained in ; and the consequence was, the poor 
boy was crushed. Every one's hand was against 
hinu He had no open ways of escaping; so 
that he soon learnt to find ways that were not 
open. You might see him skulking along the 
walls and passages, mean, pitiful, and wretched- 
I' looking; right and wrong, truth and falsehood, 

I* 

I • honour and dishonour, grown all alike to him. 

I The one honourable feeling which clung to him 

only served to perpetuate his misery. He could 
not bring himself to complain to the master of 
the way he was treated in college, • . . His life 
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was ao wretched that, lawful or unlawful, any- ' ] 
thing that would give him momentary ease he 

would avail biibBelf of. , . , No one believed } 
what he sud. No one could believe him ; he 

bad quite left off truth speaking. He used to <l 

invent excuKS of illness, to escape from the jf-, 

wntchedness of college to the sanctuary of tho j • 

nek-room at the boarding-house. This woa -jj 

soon found oulf and the aoaaten irer« fooliah ) [ 

enough to treat him as if it was mere achool he < '' 

wished to shirk* instead of the young tyrants up \ ' 

the college stairs. They never even suspected jj 

the real cause, and repeated complaints to his ' j 

lather were the natural consequence. '.■'• 

Any one who has been at a public school ,[- 

knows how much a very little money adds to a | p 

schoolboy's small stock of comforts. . , . It did ^;\ 

not add to Fowler's, — it made the whole ; he r^ 

I bad none else. . . . The scraped mutton bonei (>t 

i\^ and refuse fat would he thrown him for his din- I :, 

ner; if he did not like that he might go without j' * 

and crawl off to tome back room at the pastry* ! [ji 
cook's. No wonder be had long bills there. 
And if by acddent money not his own passed 
mto hia haiids, it was not sure of coming clear of 
them agUD; at leut on one occauon money 
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beloDgiag to his brother was mide awty with. 
Ha bills it tbe botrding-boiue were large, bo 

''. many dayg and weeks were ipent there in the 

■• aick-rooni. His clothes were always torn and 

•_ , wretched ; yet they cost more, and be had more 

^! of them, than other boya. His books were taken 

3 from him or torn to pieces out of wantonness, 

I ; and more must be boughL . . . There is one 

^ '■_ more grare charge I must bring against this 

' i ' school of Westminster. Whether the authorities 

' of tbe school were aware of the fact I am going 
to mention I do not know ; but whether they 

' were or not it was alike disgraceful to them. . . 

\ One of the established duties of a junior in col- 

1 lege is to supply tbe seniors with stationeiy of 

t every kind, and in the most reckless profusion. 

) Knires, pendls, pens, paper, a datly tale to be 

i daily deliTered in. Tbe bricks must be made, 

j make them bow they can, and not even stubble 

I to bum them withal. There was no escape ex- 

[ cept by compltuning, and that boys will never 

I ' do. ... To higb^pirited boys it would never 

j ' occur as a possibility, and tbe others will not do 

I , it from fear, for they know very well the master 

I cannot, or will not, shelter them from all the 
consequences tbey would entail on themselves. 
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The general my the thrag ww nsnaged wu 
by a private bill at the stationer'a, procured on 
in order from boys' parents when made ao> 
quainted with the (drcumstaoce. Ned Fowler, 
u good for nothing else, was always expected 
to have the largest supply of these things. He 
must supply the seniors, and he must supply 
his brother juniors too. He could not get them 
in the scramble as other boys could ; so that 
bis bill was four Umes as large as theirs. But 
be knew how little use it would be for him to 
apply at home for leave to have such a l»ll. He 
was too cowardly to face the beaUngs which 
would have ensued on his being unprovided 
with what was required, so that he represented 
to the statioaers he had leave, when he neither 
had it nor had asked for it. I mention this to 
show how utterly mean be bad become. . , . 
How ha had become so I bave partly shown. 
Whether be waa likely to improve under such a 
Intern I need hardly inquire. If you beat a 
dog for every fault, and beat bim for your plea- 
sure when there is none, you do not commonly 
form a very amiable dog ; and the evtl is that 
it u so completely the habit of the world to 
^'v judge a person for what tbey are, without trou- 
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bling themselves to inquire bow tbey eame to 
be so» that all people, good and bad, despised 
and disliked Fowler, and did not care to bide 
from him that thejf did. • . 

And it was little sympathy or kindness be 
could meet with from bis friends at home. 
How was it possible that he could ? with com* 
plaint upon complaint being all that reached 
tbem from the masters, and his own wretched 
character all they erer saw ? • • His father held 
threats of remoral over him. A threat of re- 
moval I As well threaten a prisoner on the rack 
with liberty. But then it was to be accompanied 
with a degradation which made even Westmin- 
ster tolerable : he was to be sent off to a cheap 
school in Yorkshire, and from thence appren« 
deed to a trade. ... It was a cruel thing this 
threatening, and, under all circumstances, as 
useless as it was cruel. Besides which Canon 
Fowler never meant it. • • • It was a way he 
bad, and a most unlucky one, of always over- 
saying things, and particularly over-threatening. 
He forgot the boy was sure to take him literally 
— he forgot that the /ear which is without love 
is the very worst, the very most fatal feeling a 
child can be brought to entertain towards his 
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father. The Canon soon forgot« too, the words 
he had used, and only remembered his own 
meaning, so that a large gulf of misunderstanci^ 
ing was gaping wider and wider between them ; 
and what but a miracle could ever bridge it 
over ? Once^ and once only, had he complained 
of the way he was treated. • • . He wrote to hb 
brother ; but Ned^s word experience had taught 
him was not good All but wholly disbelieying 
him, he did, however, write to the under-master. 
• . . The under-master was a good upright man, 
but not a wise one— one who was well satisfied 
if all seemed right, and thought it better not to 
see many things he might have seen. He ar- 
gued it was more likely that young Fowler 
should be telling lies, than that such things 
should be going on and he be unacquainted 
with them. William Fowler agreed with him, 
and there the matter ended. • « . 

Well, Ned struggled on through his three 
years and became a senior; but nothing mended 
with him. Ho sneaked and sliirked along the 
streets, with his head no higher at fifteen than 
it had been at twelve, — when he ceased to be 
a &g he was beaten for amusement. . • . The 
senior boys had places round the fire, and tea, 
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ud muy Uule luxnriea; but there were none 
for Edw«rd Fowler. ITii wont foea were those 
<rf bit own election. He would crew! into eol< 
1^« after dink to faU corner, and would ait 
■ilent in the dark on his bed, happy if each 
night be waa permitted to creep into it un- 
notieed, or, what was the same thing with him 
unbeaten. Even when in bed his dangers were 
not ended. He might be seen sliding into school 
in tbe morning with a bee all scarred and blis- 
tered tw weeks and weeks togetlier. The older 
boys stalking round college at midnight would 
pause as they passed him ; one would hold him 
down while another would hold a lighted cigar 
stump agunst his cheek, till such time aa it waa 
"v clear pain would prevent hia eyes from closing 
again that night at least About the middle of 
his senior'a year fresh matter of complaint from 
the head master brough matters to a cnaia. Hia 
bills were as high as ever ; he went home and 
did not return again, . , He was not sent to a 
Yorkshire school. . . . What wot done waa per- 
haps as bad. Hia father beat him himself, and 
afterwards kept him at home for two years; at 
the end of which time, from the way he wu 
treated tfaer^ his home waa little less loathsome 
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to him than school had been ; and the last frail 
fibres that might have wound their hearts toge- 
ther were sundered now for e?er. . . . Bill 
poured in after bill. The disastrous state of 
his wardrobe had to be discovered. The Ca> 
non*s suspidons led him at once to conclude 
things were bought only to be unfisdrly made 
away with; he treated the boy as an accom- 
plished swindler, and told lum gravely if he 
lived to see him twenty-one he would see him 
transported. It had a strange effect on him 
this. . • • The one unworthy suspicion which 
he knew he did not deserve made him forget the 
many that he did ; and the sullen, unhappy boy 
grew to fear bis father and tremble before his 
father, almost as he had done before bis tyrants 
at the school. 

This very painful history Fowler told me him- 
selL It will not be thought he has drawn a 
picture much to his own advantage, or that if he 
has coloured it, it has been with a brush which 
can only punt virtues, and throws every fitult 
into indistinguishable shade. I must be allowed 
to add a few remarks upon it of my own. . . * 
If I have written it as if I meant to blame the 
persons who were concerned in this injudicious 
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treatment of bim, I am very sorry. I mean 
nothing less. ... In a scene so crowded as this 
world is, or as the little world of a public school 
is, with any existing machinery it is impos- 
sible to attend to minute shades of charac- 
ter. There is a suffident likeness among 
boys to justify the use of general, very general 
laws indeed. They are dealt with in the mass. 
An average treatment is arrived at If an ezoep- 
tion does rise, and it happens to disagree, it is ia 
pity, but it cannot be helped. God forbid, too^ 
I should think of blaming Canon Fowler. He 
was a busy practical man of the world, far too 
much employed in being of active service to it 
to be able to spare time in attending minutely 
to peculiarities in the disposition of his children; 
and judging as people generally judge, and deal 
ing with them on the methods usually in repute, 
after the few first steps all the rest seems to 
me quite natural, indeed inevitable. ** Punish,'' 
not *' prevent," is the old-fashioned principle. If 
a boy goes wrong whip him. Teach him to be 
afraid of going wrong, by the pains and penal- 
ties to ensue,— just the principle on which 
gamekeepers used to try to break dogs. . . But 
men learnt to use gentler methods soonest with 
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the lower animals. Ab to tlie effects of tlie 
treatment, reaulu seem to show pretty much 
alike in both caaes ; but with the human aui- 
mal an unhappy notioa clung on to it, and still 
clings, and will perpetuate the principle and i 

ita disastrous consequences, that men and *■ 

boys determ their whipping, as if they could ' 

bare helped doing; what they did in a way dogs \ 

cannot. Whipping * ia good, but whipping is 
not the best; there are times when it is the j 

very worst. It would be well if people would >: 

BO far take example from what they find suc- 
ceed with their dogs, as to learo there are other 
ways at least as efficataous, and that the dewred 
conduct is better if produced ia any other way 
than in that. , . . Something better might 
have been made of Fowler. I knew him well 
in after life, and I am sure that if he bad been 
observed more attentiTely, many tnuts would 
have been seeD which would have given a clue 
to a better management of him. On the whole 
general rules should have no place in Eunily 
education. It is just there, and there, perhaps, 
•loDt^ that there are opportunities of studying 
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■hadet of diffnreiioeb and it sboold be the 
buiiMM of afleetioii to attend to them. When 
aftetioo ia leaHj atroog it will be an equal 
aeeori^ againat indulgence and orer-haaty aeve* 
rity. 

Do not aajr what daim bad Fowler on aflRso- 
tion? Relationahip ia a daim, an artifleial one 
if you like ; but it ia one of naturals artifices 
—to profide supply of knre to those wbo else 
migbt perish ibr the lack of it If any single 
person had been found to try and look whether 
some other explanation of what his son had 
become might not be found, instead of leaving 
it' as mere unaccountable baseness, CSanon 
Fowler would baTO been spared years of anxiety, 
and Edward a long catalogue of sins, and a fiery 
trial, in which he was purged of them. 

The defect in Edward's nature, as I under- 
stand it, was that he was constitutionally a 
coward. Constitutionally, I say. It was not 
his own fiiult Nature had ordered him so, just 
as she orders others constitutionally braTo. One 
may like tbeae the best, but one must be cau- 
tious bow one praises them for what they hare 
earned by no merit of thmr' own. CSourage oC 
this kind—animal courage--b a gift, not an ac« 
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quirement. . . . Neither aninul ooange nor 
animal cowardice mult bom any principle, 
tbey are merely panions. . . . So different from 
moral courage and moral cowardice, tfaat they 
teem to me to baYo nothing in common except 
the name. As far as I can judge from expe- 
rience, each has about an equal chance of ac- 
quiring either, . , . The cowardly boy, if he 
is trained, or trains himael^ to get hts nature 
under the control of reason, will hold that pts- 
lion in equal check with thereat . . . The bold 
boy may gif e bimself the rein, and tall before 
every other temptation except that of flinching 
from fighting with bis fellow-creatures. But I 
am wa^ng words on what is so obvious. What 
Fowler bad not was animal couragei be was 
subject to the passion of timidity, in the same 
way as other boys are subject to the passions of 
anger, jealousy, cruelty, or gross appetites; and 
it ought to have been understood that he was 
falling before a constitutiDnal weakness, instead 
of bdng supposed that he had a formed, settled 
duiacter of meanness and cowardice. Later in 
liEe^ when bis nature came into play, be found 
out his weaknesaea and fought with them and 
conquered them. I have seen him in oreoiD- 
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Btaooes where the boldest of the school prise- 
fighters might have turned pale» and his pulse 
has not altered, and his voice been as light 
and cheerful as ever. . • • Surely a fellow who 
had it in him to become this, must have shown 
indications of the real stuff there was at bottom 
in him. However, we are not at the end, or 
nearly at the end, of his errors yet 

Well, he was kept two years at home, crawl- 
ing about by himself as he best could ; treated 
with a uniform cold sternness by his father, and 
in consequence avoided as questionable company 
by other people. His family took the cue one 
from another. Unhappily he had lost his mo- 
ther when a baby. His brothers thought him a 
sawney, despised him, and taught his sbters 
to despise hinu Amusement he was not al- 
lowed to taste. He was ordered to read, but he 
had no one to help him ; he was not even al- 
owed to look forward to anything ultimately 
coming of his reading. Some once in six months 
his father would speak to him of his prospects ; 
but it was only to tell him that he had none 
< — that he could not trust him away firom home 
^^that he had thought it his' duty to his other 
children not to mention his name in his will. 
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Alas, the tnadneBs of supposing he could go- 
vern hit child 60 ! Edward grew up silent, 
proud, and sullen. His talent, such as it was, 
had begun to grow again, but now very unlike 
what it was before. He had learnt nothing at 
sehool, at least of what was directly taught 
there ; at home be had no help — so encourage- 
ment — DO spirit to make him eren wish to ad- 'Q 
vance himself. ... As for as book-learning (,•, 
went, little prodigy as he hid been at seven, at \^ 
seventeen he was further back than be was j^ 
then. . . . But Buffering bad made him an '/. 
acute observer; not a fault in others escaped his }|1 
eye, and be brooded over their fulings and Jl ; 
weaknesses, and measured himself against them, ;.i| ; 
and be never rose from s session which lie bad it . 
held in council with himself without deciding Ij] 
he was the most injured of beings, and pouring '^v 
tnaii and fresh spleen and venom Into bit ''i^ 
wounds. ... So wretchedly things went on. . . • i:[ 
But Edward was subtle enough not to betray bit 
feelings. . . . The threatened trade bung over 
him, and anything must be borne to escape fran 
that; and at the end of the two yean tbe Canon 
had recovered sufficient confidence in him to 
Mnd him to a private tutor, with a view to bit 
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goiog to ttw univern^. ... He had eoatinued 
sullen uid uDimiabla enough, bat be had done 
nothing, and ibown no tendeoty to pontiTe 
e?il, and Uw Tentnra might be made. Tbii 
waa real kindneia ; if it had been aeemnpaniad 
with any kiod, beai^ worda, Edward, even then, 
would bare thrown bimBelf in tean at hia fset* 
and bia paina and triala would have been at an 
end for ever. But unhapirily the Canoa'a plan 
wu just the opposite. He felt more eonBdenee 
than ha let Edward see, and the boj was sent 
away with the feeling tbat he was watched and 
distrusted ; so that consequently the return be 
made bis father was merely to suspect him too 
of unwortby motiTeS) and that vanity and un- 
willingness to have a son ot bis in a station below 
bis own, was the real moving principle, and no 
regard for himself. 

The venture seemed, taotwithstanding, to suc- 
ceed — ID a way it did succeed. For the first 
time since be could reoolleet he found himself 
among people who were truly kind to him, and 
bis fraaen heart began to thaw in the warm aU 
moepberej nay, mora, be, the deepiaed, the 
slighted, the trampled, on of everybody* now 
found himaelf in a way to be reapeetad. . . • 
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He waa an acute observer and a ready talker, 
talents always valued and rewarded in life» and 
he passed at once with a bound into a penon 
whose opinion was to be reeaved, whose advice 
was often asked, on serious subjects ; who, 
whenever he chose to speak, waa sure of 
listeners. 

What a change I and it did him both good 
and eriL It did him good io leaching him what 
he was, in wanning up bis faculties into healtbj 
exercise, and drawing faim off from brooding for 
ever over the phantom of himself. His mind 
was supplied with objects which strung it again 
and tuned it. But the harm, perhaps, was 
greater, for it taught him to contrast the poai- 
don he held with others with that in which he 
stood at home. The home government conU- 
nued to harp unwisely on the old strings, and 
the discord grew louder and harsher. It was 
with no very enviable feeling tha^ in tbe middle 
of some serious speculadon on which he was 
dictating — some question of conduct on which 
be was propouodiDg bis advice, that be would 
find a letter put in his bands from his father or 
hii Imtther, reminding him of what be had been, 
and what tbey partly suspected he wai still. 
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and winding up with threatenings that he wu 
on hb last trial, the last Ume, and so on. The 
two ideas were so opposite he could not recog- 
nize himself in each, so that of course he chose 
the one which pleased him best, and proceeded 
equally to resent the other. Thb was rash in 
them ; it was scattering sparks over powder 
ready strewed for explosion. The same evil 
which had so injured him as a child he was 
&st again becoming exposed to. His talents 
were outrunning the rest of him. There was no 
material of character to carry them. . • . What 
chance had he ever had of forming any ? Was 
there not work enough for him, without heaping 
more fuel on the fire ? At eighteen he went to 
Oxford. Once more among young men of bis 
own age ; but bow different a part to play among 
them ! The little, weak, diminutive boy bad 
shot up into a tall, welUmade young man — the 

1 < cringing, cowardly wretch, that was driven with 

blows and curses from the fireside by bb brother 
schoolboys, into the clever, witty, entertaining 
fellow, with apparently every Caculty to entitle 
him to popularity. He had not much classical 

! i knowledge. Poor fellow, that was not hb fault ; 

but he had managed to asnmilate large stores 



^ 



THE ariRIT'l TRIALS. 



of tnfbimation and inecdote on all kinds of Bub- 
jecU. He bad a capital knack of talking; be 
could row, ride, walk — anything witb anybody 
.... He was all things to all men ; not be- 
cause be was well principled or unprindpled, 
but simply because he was without principle ; 
because he was merely an aggregate of talent, 
and nothing else. Aa waa to be expected, be 
shot into popularity. Every body liked him ; 
he was welcome ereiywhere, from the common- 
room to the vingt'un par^. He seemed just 
what everybody wished, because it was all 
" fMm" witb bim, he teas nothing. . . . He was 
quite as honest, quite as mudi binuelf^ as Cur as 
he had a self, at his tutor's tea-table as at a 
drunken supper party. Frank and open as 
he always seemed, every one thought tbey had 
him as he really was, and disbelieved the stories 
thej beard about bim. Kind and cpen-hearted 
he really was ; enough facta were known of this 
lo entitle him to be loved. But perhaps he 
was most his real self, moet like what he bad 
been, in his behaviour to bis father. Who can 
■ay how strong, how overpowering is the force of 
association? At twenty, Edward trembled at 
the ngbt of him aa he bad trembled at twelve. 
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'**- Tbe old ijitam «u still followei) ttmiHf; the 
tligfatait ihadow ti a eomiduD^ tbe BlightMt 
cloud that rato ■bon hit horiioo, and hia Hin 
was to Mt boknr i^ and the wtralioiue w the 
tanjnrd ww to 1» hia dettioy. ... Ad impe- 
rimu oomnaiid of confide n ee with none ofiered ; 
what oa oarth could ooow of that 7 A jounal 
cf each daj wai requind to bo cent off weekly. 
What yooDg man's life at college conld beir 
■Bcb aeoniesrioiialt'even without the threat of 
instant remoral? . . . Yetit was not without s 
pang that Edward stooped to bis escape, and left 
out what would be unsatisfactory. 

Another mistake was also modewhidi I think 
was a gnat one. Home and college changed 
places. Home was still the place of ditdpUne 
and authority; all the amusements were »t 
college. At college there were no ** you must" 
or " yon must not ;" at home there was nothing 
elae. Till be went to college, (at least since 
be was quite a child,) Edward had never known 
the idea whit^ is represented by tbe word 
amusement. Tbe Canon bad made a point of 
refusing it to him, and taught him to set an un- 
natural value upon it, in order to. make him feel 
tbe Doi* poignantly what it was to be deprived 
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of it. Short-aighted enough. Natural home 
ought to be reel bome, the acene of all our bap- 
pineie, eau, and ahtaua of nttrtdnt. Young 
men are sure to bare sueb a place lomewhera i 
if not at home, it mil be where it ought not to 
be. . . . Home, awaj from bom^ hoUdaytin 
term time, and term time in holidajrs, one set 
of friends in the order of Providence and an- 
other in the order of iffecUoo, — what are these 
but the harshest discords of life, chords that 
con never vibrate in harmony till art has un- 
strung the bsrp of nature, and retuned it with- 
out a heart 

For fear, however, I may be squandering my 
words, and the notion of feelings being of so 
much importance be thought by some persons 
rather lidtculous, I will but mention one prao- 
tical result which at any rate will deserve their 
attention. To say nothing of the more than 
questionable character of the greater part of 
college amusements, they cost ten times as much 
as ten times the same amount of innocent 
amusement at borne. To think young men will 
be content to go without amusement, is about 
u idle as to expect fire to bum without oxygen ; 
and whan tbey find do sympathy, no interest, no 
7 
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vifh to prarida tbem mth nicb tbinga among 
tboM wbo ougfat to do w, thsj in leM liktly 
to bo ■eniptdoiu or to can how mucb piin or 
iojiirj tboj majr be inflicting on them, by taking 
tbair own way of proriding fcr thenuelTea. I 
can aaCtly appeal to the experienee of eveiy 
one wbo knowa mudi of college Ufe, to bear me 
out in aajin^ that in nine eaaea out of ten, when 
TouDg men go wrong tbere, the; will be found to 
be audi aa are kept itrietly at borne ; and wbea 
one goee Tery wrong indeed it is invariably m. 
> . . The man of tbem are governed by tbeir 
feeliaga. It is no use to conplain of it— tbe; 
are aob Yon most expect it and provide for it 
You nay try to govero then reasonably by ap- 
peab to tbur understanding, — you will not sue- 
cecd. You may try severity, and crush the 
rock with your hammer, and shiver it with your 
gunpowder, and it will be rock still ; but heat it 
and drop water on it — warm Uieir hearu witb 
kindneaa and affection, and let a tear of joy or 
sorrow now and then fill down on them, and 
they will soften and be pliant u the day. 

I am not surprised that Fowler was idle and 
extravagant. He bad been weighed dowu so 
bcaffUy, and at college Um weight was so coo- 
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pletely taken otC, that be was like a boat witbout 
ballast, and be beaved orer at every breatb of 
inclination. No wonder tbat* witb so many 
temptations, so little natural gift for noanage- 
menty be sbould bave found bimself in debt be- 
fore be was aware of it— no wonder tbati witb 
only tbreats at bome to encourage bim to be 
comfflunicatiTe on sucb a subject, be sbould 
have kept it carefully concealed, entangled him- 
self worse and worse in the means necessary to 
do so, and passed through two of his three 
years, trusting that some lucky accident woukl 
interfere for his deliverance. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

WaAT a load off my mind these last few pages 
are I I am afraid it will be as dull reading as it 
has been unpleasant writing. The inV has grown 
thick while 1 have been about it .... I hm 
put water with it, and the rest of the bererage, 
if thinner, wilt be more palatable. NeTerthelesi 
would not one think it high privilege to have te 
write a thousand such, if one could save a single 
soul from such m bte as Fowler's P 

Such was the fsllow, however, that we left 
pouring himself out to StArming on the sands ■! 
Aberdovey ; if it be thought suipriang that be 
■hould have won the hearts of the Hardinges, it 
must be remembered that in his dealings with 
•very one except with his own Camily, be wia 
f^ank, generous* and unselfish. His aflectiou 
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naturally very strong, finding themaelfea forced 
out of their proper channel, poured theniBelves 
out on any one that happened to attract him. 
His confersation was so bright, his thought and 
feelings so delicate and beautiful, his temper 
(be had inherited that from his mother) so sweet 
and gentle, that as fieur as a stranger could see 
him, he appeared the very perfection of a 
graceful mind. It was the strongest satire as his 
relation to his own family, that beyond their 
drde, and the atmosphere of their influence, 
he fascinated everybody. And by the way, it 
added no little to his difficulties with himself 
the way, I mean, in which other people treated 
him. It was too easy for him to persuade him* 
j self that the external judgment was the true 
one^ the real fair one, and the other the growth 
of ignorance^ and prejudice, and dislike. And 
the reverse, alas, so far, far nearer to the 
truth! If they erred in thinking he had 
no heart, was not his error as deep, and far 
I more unjustifiable in thinking the same of 
,, them ? Such as he was, however, the Hardinge 
&mily thought him almost £Eiultless, and Emma 
Hardinge quite so. And if Ed ward ever knew a 
genuine, hearty, unselfish feeling, it was his love 

X 2 
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for her. Thereisadiflcoreryiniiiocleriicheinistiy 
that a stream of gaWanism paBsing through 
a loose heap of powdered metal wilt convert it to 
a solid mass. Something very like this wai 
befalling Edward. His loose inconstant nature, 
which had hitherto refused to retain any form 
which could be given it, was now receiving t 
nervous tension and solidity, from the high and 
noble feeling which was diffusing itself through- 
out him ; a power was found which would bind 
all the incoherent crystals into a unit agaio. 
Providence has many spare cables, with which 
she holds her sons at their moorings, when 
wilfulness, or the waves of circumstances hsTe 
broke them from their own ; and true love of 
man is accepted in heaven, till the true strength 
of man, tnie love of God, be grown again. And 
so it was with Edward Fowler. . • • . Should 
this cable part too ! 

In a general way he contrived to make lo 
much of his position clear to Storming, that the 
result was the advice which best harmonised 
with the suggestion of his own heart, to go off 
at once to Morlands, have it all out with Emma, 
and put his father's letter into Mr.' Hardinge's 
hands Sterming thought it would aU 
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turn on the insaDity question. The Canon gave 
it aB a reaRon, Bi ihe reaeoo — if it could be 
removed (and Fowler thought it could) it was 
not very clear how he could refuse them the 
littte they asked him — to be allowed to look 
forward at any diBtance of time to being mar- 
ried ; now and then to write letters, and to walk 
about with no one to look after them in the 

woods and by the lake side And Sterm- 

ing was right. The scene was all gone through, 
esplanationa made, difficulties auggested and 
answered. The insanity was not hereditary. 
It was a single instance) and a special reason 
could be given for it. So a great letter was 

written to the Canon, detailing all The 

double current from his brother setting the 
same way, the difficulty being partially removed 
ill one case, opened a breach in the embank- 
ment of objections, and the whole swept away ; 
and the elder brother married and got rid of 
his illness, into which anxiety had thrown him. 
and Edward was to be engaged. It took 
time though. It was a fortnight before the 
Canon's answer came to Edward, after the letter 
had been sent off from Morlands ; he thought 
it would be better to wait the decision at Abei^ 
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dovey, so be bad gone back there immediately. 
The fortnight seemed alife to him ; day tottered 
t'(' after day, as if they bad caught the palsy, and, 

were all as much agitated as be was, and could 
not go about their functions quietly. • • . The 
letter did come at last, however, and it was a 
consent Satirically gi?en enough, but still a 
consent It came in the evenings Edward sat 
up to write an answer, the first really hearty 
I letter he had perhaps ever written to his 

I i;^ father. His heart was almost breaking with 

'f. ; genuine gratefulness, and whoever could have 

^ looked into it then would have seen the noblest 

resolutions bravely forming themselves, laying 
broad strong roots, and swelling and stretching 
in the warmth of so unusual an atmosphere. 
If the warm wind will only blow till the resolu- 
tions have begun to become acts, what may we 
not hope for Edward ? 

He did not write all he felt, but he did write | 
a good, upright, sensible, thankful letter. He 



{ ! I told his father he knew, and felt, how much 

annoyance he had caused him ; he would do so 
no more. His character was changed, and he 

'. - . should find it so. This was more than words. 

The words stood all for genuine thoughts and 
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feelinga. At daybreak he posted off over the 
hill to Morlands, and the shepherd bo)-s wondered 
at the buoyant step of the gentlemaa stranger, 
and the foot on the fell-aide lighter and swifter 
tban their own. 
The letter was in his pocket. . . . The letter 

It was rather too caustic, contained too 

many personal reflections, to be altogether plea- 
sant, but it was a consent, a bright and beautiful 
conaetit, a charm which would throw Emma 
Hardingc into his arms ; and such trifles as 
these, perhaps, did but set off the beauty, like 
the shadows In a landscape. He was never tired 
of reading it. Xo sooner was it in his pocket 
than it was out again, or his hand went in after 
it, to be sure it was safe. It is the way to be 
sure to lose a thing, this perpetual assuring 
ourselves we have if unlost. . . . Edward lost 
the letter. . . . Somewhere between Aberdovey 
and Morlands he had loBtit,—it was gone — into 
the bog, or he river, or the lake, or on the 
mountain side — somewhere it was gone and not 
to be found again. He searched aud searched, 
but it was no use — be must go on without it. It 
was not his fault; but when he came to think 
about it, it must be owned be did feel it waa ■ 
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relief. He must have shown the letter, but he 
was not bound to remember all the bitter things. 
.... It is singular how often the aocidenti 
which be&ll people follow the bend of their chi- 
racter, and chance does for them the sort o( 

,'fl things they might be suspected of doing them- 

I, f - seWes. When real matter of displeasure was 

^ ;j afterwards found against Edward, this lost letter 

|| was added to it; Mr. Hardinge was led to 

k believe he had purposely made away with it. 

\\ \ At the time, howe?er, no such thing was 

i^ \ dreamt of; all was sunshine ; all were too 

\ . happy, to think anything but the best of every- 

body. Mrs. Hardinge, the little Hardinges, 
even Mr. Hardinge himself, welcomed him into 
the iiamily, as now a permitted member of it, 
with the kiss of good old-fashioned affection, and 
Emma with perhaps more than one. It was 
a beautiful meeting — as bad men shed their 
dark influence on all, good and bad alike, that 
fall in contact with them, and spread round them 
a halo of suffering and ill ; so do the purely good 
illumine all who come within their sphere, and 
mixed characters of earth, when absorbed into 
the higher systems, shine there with a light not 
their own, reflecting the rays which fidl on them. 
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Edward lost bis faults while be was at Mor- 

lands; be remembered them only as an old 

garment be bad outwonii and bad now tbrown 

sway for ever. Life was still before bim. Wbat 

a life would he not make of it ? The concluding 

two months of the yaeation be spent at Mor- 

lands ; the air and sky seemed to sympathise 

with the young lovers. The early part of the 

summer had been wet and miserable ; but never 

did two moons shine through a bluer or serener 

heaven than that August and September. And 

: were not Emma and he happy then? Happy in 

each other, living in each other, and requiring 

nothing else, and thinking of nothing else ; for 

I they knew that each was all the other valuedf 

I and each had each as fully as they could give 

themselves to each other. They climbed the 

mountains, and went long scrambling expe- 

xdidons across the lake. The woods and water- 

; Culls they could never tire of; they were sure of 

a kind welcome, and each new time they went 

again to an old scene it was richer than before, 

for it was rich in the recollection of the last 

^bright happy visit Then they would skim 

jdown the river in the little skifl^ or at evening 

sit watching the boaU from the fell-side, as they 
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with a tiiago of gold, and begin bIowIj to wind 
about the aummit. .... As it moved it grew 
tbinner and more transparen^and the giant diair 
showed glistening through ; a sin^e cloud bad 
settled motionleBS into itt like the outline of a 
huge human fonn enthroned there, and the rti- 
pour ring split into hiry-like wary fomu, which 
swept round and round, trailing tbdr iMnk, giuiy 
drapery, and wearing round lua temples a coro* 

net of gold One might have ^ught 

the imprisoned Arthur had woke again on the 
utonished worid, and the fiury queens were 
paying homage to the und)ring monarch, 

" See^ Emma," Edward said ; " see how beau- 
tiful ! How like our fate ; our clouds how dark 
they were ! . . . . And now the sun of hope has 
broken upon ua, and the Tery envious vapour 
itself is turned to glory inexpressible.'' Alas, had 
he but carried on the image it bad been too 

(rue It was the setting sun that was so 

beauti^ ; almost as ha spoke it was gone, and 
all was dull, and dark, and dreary as before. 
> ■ • . But they never thought of that It is no 
new tUng that Mature is for ever but an echo 
of our own spirit. Timfr^erver and deceiver 
u she ia, aha will but read us the lesson ahe 
knows we wish to hear. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Tims wbets his scythe to mow our happiest 

days It is an old story» and we have 

heaped ill names on him for it, and called him 
envious. . . . Poor Timol the thin abstrac- 
tion I The fault, if fault it be, is in ourselves. 
. • . We live the fastest when the mind is most 
active, most alive. In perfect life and perfect 
action^ not as we know it, but as it is to be, days 
and years will cease to stand as reckoning 
marks, and past and future merge in the never- 
ending moment of eternity. 

And these two months must have been very 
living— very perfect ; all but a moment, and they 
were gone. October came, and the nun began 
to taXit and the leaves to heap up grave-mounds 
over the dying flowers, and the sun sunk behind 
the hill, and took his last leave of the deep 
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valley of Morelands, till woods and meadows 
were dressed again to receive bim ; and Edward 
too must bid bis fiireweUy and learn as in this 
world, — alas, tbey are too often disunited to leave 
happiness for duty. 

And it was for duty. Edward knew now, and 
felt now wbat duty was. As tbe consciousness 
of time wasted, and worse than wasted, rose ac* 
curingly before bim, tbere came witb it a strong 
conviction of wbat tbere was in bim, and wbat 
be might still become ; a sense of power nerv- 
ing and bracing itself and beld steady in one 
line by the star on which bis eye was now un- 
ceasingly gazing. He returned to Oxford, out- 
wardly at least so altered a person as to give 
cause for the most various speculation among bis 
many friends. He bad done much wrong ; be 
would do so no more. His expensive companions 
were quietly dropped. His place was empty at 
the wine party and the gaming table. Tbere 
was no aflTected ostentation of saintliness; no 
spasmodic effort, self-exhaustive, and self- 
destructive ; but a steady, resolute alteration in 
til bis ways and doings. From being tbe idlest 
man in college, be grew to be known as a bard- 
worker, and tutors began to change their views 
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of him, and look to making more than aome- 
thing of bim. The ground that bad been lying 
■o long rotting, waa hat covering with luxuri- 
ance ; and now not Welah faces only, but higher 
&oea of ttie onivenity, came with good reason 
to smile on him approringlj. 

Alas I bow fir eaiier it ia to forsake our faulti 
than to teach them to forsake us I What you sow 
will grow, and yon most reap it; it ia a great iron 
bwwbiefa cannot he broken. Good resolution 
pay DO debts. And yet if you cannot pay you 
must go OD and make more. . . . Resolutions not 
to extend existing debts brought those he had 
upon bim peremptorily. Somehow they must 
be met, but bow ? Experience seems to sa; 
that the difficulty at Oxford is not to get into 
debt; thattoyouDg man who have hod no train- 
ing in managing, it ia next to impossible to avcnd 
it, and the readiest, and really surest way of pre- 
venting tfaeir extending would be for fathers to 
assume OuA at least tor the 6r8t year it will be 
so. Encouraging their eons to be communica- 
tive, by letting them see they can understand 
and excuse it, they will put them right once, 
and experience and tbankfulneaa for a help h 
timely will keep the boys dear for the future. 
10 
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But Canon Fowler bad not done tbia ; 
instant removal was to be the conaequenoe of 
a single debt, and Edward at an early period of 
his Oxford career, finding bimaelf entangled, be 
could hardly tell bow, bad sunk under the temp* 
tation, and bia ingrained terror of bis &tber bad 
md it was not ao. • • • Poor miaerable boy, it 
was wind indeed be bad been sowing. .... 
hollow words that were but ur, with no truth 
in them — and now be must reap the whirlwind. 
... He knew too well what would be the result 
of a discoTery. Perhaps if it bad been any one 
else but his father, or if be bad bad to begin 
then with bis father, even exactly aa he was, be 
would have gone to him notwithstanding, and 
risked the consequence. But the association of 
habitual fear waa round him to rivet the tempta- 
tion. It must be kept from him at all hazards. 
His ultimate prospects were tolerably good. . . • 
that is, he could be sure of sometime or other 
being able to meet such an amount of obliga- 
tion as be must contract to pay bis existing 
debts. He took a sort of counsel with his con- 
Bcience, and it did not seem to forbid bim to try 
to borrow of one of bia frienda what would be 
enough to set bim free. At the end of term be 
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wrote toooeof tbeiDtwbobekDewwu tbleaod 
williDg to help ium. H« wu to apend the vaea- 
tini At boBWi and the aiuwer to bis letter wn 
to be directed to him kt Darling. Acodent 
detained bim a day later tfian be bad eipeeted. 
Hia friend's letter arrived before be bad arrived 
to receive it, . . . Miitake brought it to tbe 
Caoon, and it waa opened. 

I eaooot follow all tbe r^eetiona that tUa awt 
of diance aenda crowding in up(Hi the mind. 
But Doibing can have a more disheartening 
effect upon a young man, meeting him w> in the 
teeth at the commencement of a return of good 
intentiona; the more genuine tbe intention tbe 
wonM the eflecL It makes bim despair of good- 
neaa; distruit Providence, which he assumes 
must turn on his ude tbe instant be turns him- 
self; and commonly be will give tlie matter up, 
and fancy bimaelf tbe sport and victim of a des- 
tiny which will have its way, and it is idle to a^ 
tempt to stem. , . What is tbe use of all tbii 
pain to be good, if I am to suffer all tbe same? 
ia unbapfMly always more, or less the thought 
of all but tbe very few who have learnt to love 
goodness far its own sake. . . . The Canoe 
throughout the Cbiistmas vacation was glooof 
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ind reserved. £xcept in the eommon inters 
dunge of moniiDg and eTening greetinga, he 
Dcrer spoke to Edwd at all, and even the real 
of the AuDily could only conjecture what he 
intended. What, in tact, be (tid intend, to this 
moment I do not know. He reaenred the ex- 
pression of bia anger till Edward had returned 
again to college, and then it began to itream 
down upon him in letters. Still Edward went 
on, kept to his reaotation) and worked harder 
and balder, and hoped the Hardinges mig^t not 
be told> But letter came after letter, each 
darker than the one before, and at last came one 
containing an enclosed cop; of "what be believed 
it would be his duty to send to Mr. Hardinge.'* 
'ilie iacreasing darkness of the letters waa ac- 
counted for by the bills as they came in proving 
larger (when were bills ever anything elsei*) 
than was expected. Edward thought between 
two and three hundred pounds. Tliey were 
between three and four hundred. But the ques* 
tioQ of the immoral!^ of Edward's proeeedinga 
did not appear to be a^cted by that. The 
real fault, the real important &ult, had been 
die denial two years before. At last, partly from 
partly. in despair, partly because be 
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beKered if the whole were known at least some 

excuse might be found for him, and it was better 

to brave the worst, and trust to time to heal the 

wound he could not think would he incurable ; 

he copied out his fother's letter himself, and 

with a long one of his own, detailing most of his 

own history, he sent it off to Mr. Hardinge. • . 

It was a thunder-train indeed which he had 

fired • . . First there was a frightful silence ; 

one terror-stricken letter came from poor Emma, 

saying her fother was dreadfully agitated ; and 

the next post the hurricane broke upon him in 

its brief fury one short stunning letter from 

himself and one more of two lines from Emma, 

to say she could never be his wife. 

Whether in this proceeding Mr. Hardinge 
was acting right or wrong I am not prepared to 
say. Such a question to be answered would re- 
quire a long intricate analysis of the formation 
ot character, the nature of the obligations, varie- 
des of knowledge, and Tarietiee of dispomtion 
impose on men. That a long, weary course of 
suffering and misery, and even worse, resulted 
from what he did, and that all this would have 
been spared if he had acted differently, is no 
proof that he did what he aught not It wouki 
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ooly be so on a ■uppositioD of a perfect koow- 
ledge of all the past beta, and a tboiwigfa ud> 
deratanding of character; mistakea often produce 
greater miaery than &ults — miatake* that Mem- 
ingly could oot bare been guarded aguiuL It 
is oue of the moet perplexing parts of the sys- 
tem of this world' that it is bo. Mr. Hardinge 
acted on the rague generalisations which go bjr 
the name of the moral rule ot right and wrong, 
and the consequence showed that be acted un- 
wisely. But be acted for the best according to 
his knowledge. His nature was too xealous and 
loo reli^oos to calculate, his passiooa were 
all Ht to his principles .... and if the event 
showed him wrong, it proves nothing but iro> 
perfect knowledge, and the inadequacy of the 
existing average maxims of morality. He had 
made a multitude of mistakes. He had mis- 
taken Edward from the first; be had assumed 
from the surface of him that be was almost per- 
fect, and the shock he received when he heard 
of so grievous a ^ure produced a total and 
complete reaction. He had been deceived. . . . 
But he forgot be had been deceived by himself, 
and be resented it on Edward. The history be 
bad sent him of himself was all an ingenious 
t 3 



T5 




66 THE •PiBix'a imuu. 

tJMue of Uiebood ; ind with the Mme pradjn- 
UDCjr with wbicb be bad before anigned bin 
neiy good qiudi^* be now lefiued to beliere be 
bad any. Yet be did what be thought hiB du^ 
to hia owB child. Hot amid be tnut her ba[^ 
piDcaa io audi keeping ? How could be leave 
bcr expoaed to aueh inudiouB iafluenoe 7 He 
forgot that be iboald have learnt more of Ed- 
ward before ha permited bn to eotruat beraelf 
Ml completely to him ; that wbaro ahe could ao 
paaaioDately love thera must he real good ; and 
that at least now, if he persigted in bis present 
feeling her happiness miut be made shipwrark 
of. . . . What I think bis error was, that he 
absolutely cut off all hope. Not only be did 
not aay Edward's future conduct might influence 
bim : hut be distinctly declared, and with the 
whole paaaion and energy of bis nature^ that it 
ueier abould. To Edward's wild, freniied let* 
ters, be only answered (strange mockery) that 
be forgare him as a Christian, and woukl pray 
for bim. He guided the pen in bis daughter's 
band to write the fatal renunciation of him ; 
and exacted a solemn promise from her that she 
would never see bim agwn as long as she re- 
maioed uamarried. Alaa I baa not God abown 
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more long-euflfering to greater sinners? Have 
not repentance and amendment earned bis best 
gifts from Him ; and if it be said God knows tbe 
hearty and can discern the false from the real, 
has not He too been pleased to waive bis su- 
perhuman power, and Uke man, and as an ex- 
ample to men, condescended to use visible 
amendment as the test of tbe change T 

I am not claiming more for Fowler than bis 
right . • • I am far from saying that as yet 
he was entirely changed, and that now he was 
acting from the best and highest motives. • • . 
No; but his conduct was changed, and it was 
changed out of love for Emma Hardinge. If he 
had been left alone, and let go on as he was 
going, persisting in right acting, would in time 
have changed him really and altogether. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



And now my two stTeamsi which had flowed 
together into one channel, and in their com- 
bination feemed to promise bo fair and beau- 
tiful a course, by this fierce lightning stroke are 
decomposed again, and each sent off to follow 
alone its weary, melancholy bed, over rock, and 
atone, and parched sand, and barren wilderness. 
If earth be a valley of misery, together they might 
have filled many at least of its pools with water, 
and garnished its steeps and sides with flowers and 
pleasant pasturage; now they must wander alone 
over blasted apd. blackened plains, and it may 
be they will never reach the ocean, but sink for 
ever in the wilderness of sand. 

Edward recovered firom a violent sickness 
only to a more complete conviction of his 
wretchedness. Of all of pure, and bright, and 
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lovely, and good, which the memoiy of h'w put 
life held up to him, what wu tba remit T 
Heart-breaking misery and despair I . . It was 
•11 gone. . . . Gone like the pleasant dreams 
of his childhood, which bad mocked his sleep in 
the college at Westminster — gone, 'like a bright 
exhalation in the morning,' and had left lum 
nerer to hope again. Why should he care anjr 
moT« for good P What'had good eared far him t 
What was his life but wretchedness? And if 
here and there some few cool oaaea seemed to 
be scattered over it, no aooner had he plunged 
into the shade than they sunk away, and the 
dreary desert was more dreary than before. 
Suicide more than onoe held out its tempting 
promise of release to him. Perhaps be took a 
worse course than suidde, for he tried to drown 
himself in dissipation ; yet strange enough, evil 
as It was, there waa an embryo goodness is it ; 
it resulted in good of a kind. A brief career 
of inch madness was soon abruptly terminated. 
This time it was his good genius which guided 
acddent to scourge him from it, end he was 
Bent away for a time from the university in die- 
grace. He was not to be led out of hia errors, 
be was to be Bogged out of tbem. Soma people 
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take more flogging than others. Edward was 
obliged to hate mneh. But thb last business 
was nearly the end. . . In a way it was a relief 
to him ; one poison senring as an antidote to 
another. Disgraoed, and his disgrace published, 
wounded pride eame in and drew him off his 
other sorrows. . . • The smart of self for a time 
overpowered his more generous pains, and with 
a violent dhn he now nerved himself to survey 
his position. He could not fall lower,— could 
he rise? To ask the question b to make a be- 
ginning. With a haughty stoicism he resolved 
to cauterise his wounds or cut them out. If 
hX/tf as he called it, chose to go on persecuting 
him, he would rule fate ; and a sternness of pur- 
pose, now wholly worldly and irreligious^ came 
to his help, which enabled him to despise opinion 
and once more rise and exert himself ; not to 
make people think better of him— he did not 
care what they thought $ but because being ** in 
for life^** there was nothing else to be done to 
save himself from being for ever trampled on in 
the crowd. . . There was the alternative of 
suicide : but the course he chose appeared the 
more manly, and at any rate he could have that 
always to foil back upon. 
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Ib it atrasge that thii Bbould have suceeeded 
when all elae h«d fkiled t That a principle of 
•0 queatlonable a character abould carry « man 
right, when what seemed bo mtwh better bad 
tuTDcd out utterly powcriees 7 Not at all 1 
Anything like a prindpl^ had or good, bo !t be 
a principle which impliea consisteney, and re- 
quiring and compelling oonsiitent action, pre- 
vents a man from being blown op and down by 
impulse, will carry him along on bis feet at any 
rate. . . , To whatever end he cornea be is still 
a man ; a match for other men, and more than 
a match ; and snre to rise ^xive all other men, 
however much purer and better their nature who 
remain under the dominion of feeling. . . . Di- 
rectly Edward determined to trust lumself and 
not qrcuinatances, he began to rise. All life, 
to be worth anything, must be under the con- 
trol of reason, man's life and boy's life, and 
even all animal and all organized beings; it is this 
very coaviction that it must be ao which makee 
moat education so unreasonable. You eee one 
part of the truth, that your boy must not go 
wherever any appetite leads him. You appeal 
to bia reason; try to make him govern bimaetf 
by that, and are angry with him when be UIs. 
You have lost sight of the other half of the 



74 THE iPIRIT^i TEIALS. 

truth, that with boys it is simply impossible* 
Thar knowledge is weak and their feeUngs are 
strong ; they cannot govern them. The secret 
of tnie management is to direct the objects which 
move their feelings by your own reason. Make 
them 

•* MmI 4o jow biddiBf foUowiqg mort their own.'' 

They will he obeying your mind while they 
do not feel they are obeying. By degrees, as 
their own mind forms the secret will break on 
them. By-and-by, when the right time is come, 
the old skin will cast of itself, and leave no 
wound in the parting. Boys must follow pas- 
sion ; men, if they are to be more than boys, 
must never follow it But Edward had none of 
this done for him. He had to begin all for 
himself; it was as if the whole moral knowledge 
the world has been all its long life in gaining 
he had to earn for himself in his own person. 
... It is with conduct as it is with science. 
Certain great generalisations are formed easily, 
which, whether wholly true or not, are partially 
so, and will do to begin with. Knowledge iar 
outruns practice. . • . While we stand on one 
step, we look over many more. So that know- 
ledge is driven to shifts and expedients to help 
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the lagging body after it, . . . Edmrd tried tbe 
" vou/* plan. ... It is a curioiia feature ia our 
nature, that one can bjr a aiogle act of will lajr 
oDeself under a rvb which sbail act like a little 
destioy, and Bare one an infinity of trouble in 
OTercoming particular temptationB. Has one 
nsTer got up in the morning by counting ? • . . 
He nude a few simple vowt embradng just m 
much of bis conduct aa it was his object to 
control. . . . Of course he did not become all at 
once all he ought to be. ... A form wtuch had 
takeu years and years to grow is like to take full 
as many to metamorphoee : but he set himself 
earnestly to work to find out his defects, and one 
by one to conquer them. He was a remarkable 
instance of a character forming entirely ab extra- 
cnahing ; and a painful trimming busiaesa it was 
with bim. Of course there were endless baek- 
slidings ; but henceforward his face was always 
tumedoneway. In the mainitis nothing new that 
pride, enlightened selfiebness, ambition, or philo- 
sophy, of whatever kind, do on the whole prescribe 
much tbe same conduct aa religion and real 
high principle, and it is lucky for the peace of 
the world it ia so. 
He worked away again at hia books. After 
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such nolent interruption, and the shorti very 
short, banning he had made before^ he did 
not expect moeh to distiogmsh himself in his 
examinations; but he did so partially, and in 
some later trials much more. He felt his Une 
was to he a student ; and at the time when most 
men's student liis is domng, his was but just at 
its commencement He was learnings not for 
college honours^ but to knew ; to make himself 
a man, and to raise himself above the beings 
whose plaything he had been so long. It ^was 
about then I began to know him. I knew 
nothing of his history, nothing but one or two 
bets which were notorious at the university, 
and flung a shadow over him. But I was struck 
with a remarkable feature in so yoUng a man, 
that though he did not appear to be vain, he was 
singularly unable to take other people's opinions 
or to be guided in anything by any judgment 
bat hb own. • • • Of course it was not possible 
it should he otherwise. He had grown to be a 
man with all his work with himself yet to do. 
He had perpetual tendencies, from long indul- 
gence^ to weaknesses of every kind ; his whole 
character was a waste, and be was engaged in 
ledaiming it, not with moral or religious but 
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with logical implemeott. As be became con- 
vinced that this or that thing was not as it 
should be, he set to work to remodel it lus own 
fashion ; but it was impossible for any one to 
understand or assist him, with his whole method 
80 singoUurly the reverse of theirs. 

I am not going to follow him through the 
next eight or nine years of his life. From time 
to dme a great deal of the old Edward would 
appear again, as in a newly reclaimed garden we 
find year after year some unextirpated weeds 
and wild flowers shoot again, and call for fresh 
and fresh care in eradicating them. But though 
he might .temporarily seem to be retrograding, 
his own resolution or some ficiendly circumstance 
in the end always brought him off the conqueror. 
. . . The winds and currents are on the side of 
the best sailors, and circumstances, as it always 
does, was setting with lum, and never failed to 
whip or press him straight. 

He had not forgot Emma Hardinge. The third 
year after he had found his orbit and felt him- 
self moving firmly in it, hb mind began to set 
stronger and stronger back to her. His old 
visions began to form again, and he could not 
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blame himself w think it idla in him to hope 
that time, which detours ererything sweet and 
bitter but itsel( liad consumed the bitter feelings 
of the past; that when Mr, Hardinge heard his 
name with honourable mention in the world, bis 
heart would warm to him again, and that forgive- 
ness more than Toibal or religious might reason- 
ably be anticipatedt It was, therefore^ not 
without a pang^ lor the time very poignant, that 
about three years after be had parted ^from her 
he saw the announcement of her marriage in the 
newspaper. At first, I say, it was most painful. 
I had come to know him intimately then, and it 
was the occasion which he took to tell me bis 
history. But it was only at first that it overset 
him. He had learnt many things. in these three 
years. He had learnt to go without his wishes; 
he had learnt to know that in a practical as well 
as in a religious sense it is the severe high school 
in which alone man can grow to be a man. . . . 
So that at once he nerved himself to resignation, 
and found even a pleasure in seeming to lesm 
from it that her sufferings could not have been 
as great as he had feared, and that be need not 
any more so bitterly reproach himself as be bed 
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CHAPTER VII. 

HopBi it is flud, feeds tove ; and when hope 
dies, loTe preys on itself and dies with it; and it 
is true, if by lore is meant a pasuon which b to 
find its * earthly dose." Any earthly object which 
we have not» and is before us as something to be 
obtained, though it may cost us pains and disap- 
pointment, we always giro up pursuing it when 
we know its attainment to be impossible. But 
£jDma*s lore for Edward was only of the present, 
and knew no future. Pure unworldly natures 
like hers always life in the present It was the 
▼ery thing the Hardinges had been all trained to 
from children, not to gorem themseWes by expe- 
rience from the past and calculation of the future^ 
butto play out like fountains from within upon 
eferymoment as it rolls. So that hermind wasnot 
set to think things could ever be other than they 
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were. She bad no material to speculate with on 
changes which were to be brcmght about by 
time. She had had Edward ; not she hoped to 
have him. And from the moment her fisher had 
guided her pen across that miserable sheet of 
paper, and had drawn the promise from her Ups 
that until she was the property of another man 
she would never see him more^ he was as dead 
to her. Disappointment was not her feeling ; 
we do not feel disappointment when one dies ; 
a cold, dull, miserable sense, that something 
dreadful had be&llen her lay on her breast like 
lead, and stifled her very breath ; the stream of 
her life, that had flowed on so musically, became 
choked with snow, and when tears would rise to 
her relief they hung like ice crystals on her eye- 
lashes. Day and night, summer and winter, 
were all alike to her. Her sun had set for ever, 
at least this side of the grave, and would never 
rise again ; the soul had gone out of her ; she 
moved about like an automaton; except when a 
spectral life would seem to flit for a moment 
through her as she was dreaming of the past. 
She clung to the memory of Edward. His un wor- 
thiness had not affected her love for him ; it was 
the disease of which he had died. " It was not 
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wbat lie was, for be was not any more ; it was 
what be bad been. Wbat toners see in one 
another is not the real being, but tbeir own 
ideal of a perfect being wbicb tbey attacb 
to one anotber ; and this is why a second real love 
is always impossible, that such ideal when once 
fiutened roundaperson can nerer be called back 
again ; it ^follows and clings to him for erer, 
and if he changes it goes down with the memory 
c»f what he was to a grave from which there b 
no resurrection. And so poor Elmma moved 
on month by month and year by year, fearing 
t* nothing, expecting nothing, hoping for nothing , 

I except perhaps to die. Andj her sisters grew up 

4 beside her beautiful as she had been, and their 

lovers came and went, and came again, and there 
was joy about her, and sorrow, and disappoint- 
ment, and success; but it all flowed by her, 
not through her. . . . Her own sad, sweet 
beauty was as fascinating as her brightness bad 
been, and many a fiiir youth sighed at her feet 
. • . but tbey had not the key*note of ber 
'I heart, and failed to raise in her an emotion even 

of dblike. ... At last her brothers went to 
college, and one vacation brought '.back one ^ 
their friends with them. • • . Henry Allen wi 
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one of the class of men who baTe many con- 
Biderahle talents, but none of the Tory higheat. 
He could do almost OTerythiog well — nothing 
exceedingly welL CleTer he was, Tery, but 
without what is properly called genius. With 
a clear eye for things and people^ he seldom 
failed in anything he undertook, for he knew 
himself and did not attempt what be was un- 
equal to. Witty, amusinj^ full of clever stories, 
and always ready to make one when one was 
wanted on any subject, he was a delightful 
companion, and never made a visit without 
being begged to repeat it, • . . One point at 
least about him commanded very high respect ; 
hi; mother was poor, and he contrived to re- 
lieve her of the expense of his education by 
taking pupils while he was an under-graduatc. 
... He was not the kind of fellow women 
would fall violently in love with. He was too 
sensible, perhaps too good — had too much under- 
standing. To be passionately loved, one must be 
either a person of tbe highest genius, or a weak 
and romantic one, like Edward had been, with a 
I talent for dreaminess, which both with the 
dreamer himself and with others, is so often a 
successful pretender to it. . . . Allen had uouo 
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ofalltlut. He was etientially anromintie. 
He wrote poetry, and good poetry, but it was all 
comic . • • He always wat , is, and will be^ a 
tiioroiigbly exeellent and very popular man. If 
he can only rid bimself of a theolc^cal stiSbess 
wbicb be bas assumed no one can tell wby, wbicb 
does not and cannot become bim, and damages 
bis usefnlnefs, I know few people wbo will be 
able toleafelife and point to more genuine good 
work done tban be will. . • • His only serious 
iault at tbe time be went to tbe Hardinges was 
that be was very poor. What a pity it is that 
poverty does not extend to tbe affections, or if 
tbey must be, tbat it cannot keep tbem under 
lock and key, witb the means of indulging them. 
Allen, notwithstanding his senses and notwith- 
standing his not being, as I said, a person to 
excite a very strong passion, could yet fall in 
love bimself in his own way ; and the moumfiil 
sweetness of Emma Hardinge^ perhaps, because, 
at least at tbat time, she was so unlike himself 
made him determine to try if he could not win 
her. He knew all tbe story about Edward, 
and be knew Edward himself, and he soon found 
be would have an eager listener in Emma if be 
talked to ber of him. It was-strange the way 
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she listened. He talked of Fowler as he bad left 
him a few weeks since, of all he said, and did, and 
would do. She listened to it all exactly as she 
would have listened to stories told her of those she 
bad loved in life who had been taken away from 
the earth ; listened as one does when the pain 
of the Brst loss is over and one lingers over the 
sad, solemn melodies of thm memory. So en« 
tirely had the impossibility of their ever meeting 
agun taken possession of her, that it never even 
occurred to her, far less took any finrm of hope ; 
.... and she loved to hear Henry speak and 
to be with Henry, because she found him as it 
were a revival of Edward. It was not that she 
did not value him for himself; but it was not in 
himself that he charmed her; and at last, when 
he asked her to let him think of her as his future 
wife, she at once told him he could never be 
to her what Edward had been. But he knew 
better than she the almost almighty power of 
time, and habit, and daily association ; he was 
prepared for the answer; indeed it was in* 
volved in the very plan which he had followed. 
He was too happy to take her promise as she 
would give it him, on her own terms. . . 
Love wouU come after— nat least the geniune 




LS 



60 TBI ■FIRtTB niALS. 

Mteem anl regard which alone desenrei to be 
called lore. The more etberial feeling he 
wiih; nay, he did not very 
At best be would say it waa but 
the foam on the champagne^ and good for no- 
thing bat to intoxicate. 

And so another Hiitor came to Mr. Hardlnge 
for hia daughter's band, and a qualified consent 
waa wod from bim — won not easily, but painfully 
and reluctantly. He bad no personal objection 
to Henry. He liked hioi very well, and ho- 
noured and ^respected bim, as be thought him- 
seU obliged to do. . . . But Edward bad been 
a lesson to him not to be enthusiastic about 
young men. . . It was no easy thing for bim 
to take a lesson, and when it was forced on him 
it made a deeper impression than it ought. . , . 
From Henry's circunutances many years at 
least must elapse before it would be possible for 
them to think of marrying ; so, though he con- 
sented, it was not with a good will, and he was 
far too single-minded a person to keep con- 
cealed any feeling he might entertun. The 
engagement lasted some few months. It garc 
DO violent pleasure to Emma; she had giTen 
up expecting anything of the kind, but tbougb 
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it oould not give ber pleasurei it fevered 
and excited her. « She could not help seeing 
it was a constant wear and tear and anxiety 
to her father. And falling as these things 
did upon a mind so harassed and OTcrstrained 
as the poor girl's had been before^ they brought 
about a partial derangement; at least on no 
other supposition can I account for the determi- 
nation she arrived at. But to explain this I 
must go back again 
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It ia not to be nipposed thit w bMutifiil, so 
fudoktiiig a pri u Emma Hardinge, had lived 
twan^ jrean in the world without banng seen 
many men before Fowler ngliing at ber feet and 
endeavouring to persuade her to marry tbem 
. . . Wbile they were at their last curat^ in 
Somenetshire^ the rector of the pariah ad- 
joining them, had profesaed himself very anx- 
ious indeed about ib He was an intimate 
friend of Mr. Harding^ and the &ther did not 
at the time conceal the pleasure it would give 
him, to tee bis daughter the wife of so excellent 
a man. Mr. Barnard was indeed a most excel* 
lent man. He waa young, about thirty, with a 
kind gentle heart, and a clear head, with more 
than respectable talent, of good fiuuly, well o4 
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and t &ce ynu could not look at without fooling 
irresistibly ittncted toward! it. Why did Emma 
findit impoauble to tliink of bim as ber husband ? 
Why was Emma' not the first girl that had found 
it 80 ? Barnard had tried Mreral, and always 
with the same result ; each lady bad felt the 
warmest interest in him, and tfao warmest wish 
to see bim bappy with any one except berselt 
. . . The reason was simple. He was only ' 
a CSiristian, not aman ; when duty called bim all 
the powers and all the temptations in the world 
would be but reeds in his path ; fae would have 
bathed his hands in the flames at a martyr-stake, 
and smiled on his execudonars ; but in these 
days fortunately the occasions which call oat 
such extraordinary virtues are uncommon, and be 
wanted opportunity to dojustice to himself. ... 
Id his common duty too in the church or the 
Ecbool-room, or in oonvenadon on serious sub* 
jects, Mr. Barnard abowed remarkably well: 
so well, it was almost impossible to recognize in 
him the shy, hentating, awkward, irresolute^ 
nerrous h«ng that shrunk from you in ordinary 
life. Ordinary life is for the most part made up 
of other materials, and in those unhappily be 
was wanting. His powers could come little into 
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pUy in any leUtion with women. Theology 
makeii bad loren, and his excellence, although 
the highest of all, and perhaps the only one 
really deserting the name^ could not advance 
him astepinth them. . • • Added to which there 
was no earthly passion, not the smallest vestige 
of such a thing in him. If St Anthony had 
been made of his material, he would hardly have 
been entitled to his saintship; not a breath 
would have clouded the enchanted mirror of 
the Cury tale when Barnard gased into it • . . 
Alas! no women, however good, will be con- 
tented with a love entirely religious ; they could 
never believe he was what they understood by 
in love with them, and perhaps he himself was 
deceived when he thought he was. • . . The 
consequence was, however, that such love as 
men feel for men, a firiend's love, Barnard com* 
manded from all ; and from the best men most 
of all ; the love women bear their husbands, 
he could win from none. • . • Mr. Hardinge 
would only tell Emma when Barnard spoke to 
him, (it waa characteristic of Barnard that 
he spoke to him, not to her) he knew no one be 
would sooner see her husband, but he loved her 
far too well to hint or even t6 feel it wouU 
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make him unhappy if ahe declined. She did de- 
cline, and for the time nothing more wu thought 
about tho matter. 

Well, ve left ber engaged to Henrjr Allen. 
The engagement, as wetaid, continued only a few 
montha; her own unhappy, unaatiafactoty stata 
of mind} the obnoua diaoomfort it gave her 
father, not once, but many times espreased, « 
kind of recklesaness about the future which abe 
had felt ever lince she lost Edward, determined 
ber to give it up. ReckleasDesa is only a working 
fbna of euperatition: tbe fancied beneif lielp- 
leasly under the spell of some malicious power 
which was determined to thwart or blight every 
prospect howevar slight a one she proposed to 
herself of happiness. One black monstrous 
wave bad rolled over the garden of her life; a 
few frail flowers bad b^un to abow again — again 
tliey were destroyed, — what might follow more 
was almost indi&erent to ber. 

And now in this strangely diseased mind of 
bers, a purpose began to form itself, which agun 
is of so perplexing a kind that we cannot refuse 
it our admiration* and yet if once she get it 
executed, muat be fraught with eonaequencea 
the most diaaatrous, the moat deadly, A sort of 
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despair of her own goodness, a notion that in al 
her life she had never done anything to please 
her iather» and that it was all her own &ull 
took the strangest possession of her. If she hai 
done any good, it was not because it was good 
but because it had pleased her herself; sb 
looked back on her history as a dreary waste o 
selfishness. 



Tbm wImb in dnagefbl April fieldf are white, 

Witli Bev-fiUloi Hiovy if ftom tho fallen noith 

Your vilk condiict joa hither, ere the tan 

Hath gained hie noontide height, thie churchjaid filled 

With mounds tranerertel/ lying tide hj lide 

From eait to veet* before joa will appear, 

An anillttmined blank and dreary plain, 

With more than wintry cheerlemnem and gloonci 

Saddening the heart* 



It was the first time, perhaps, poor Emma bat 
ewer reflected on herself. She looked at her lif 
like the poefs churchyard visitor from the north 
and a strange business she made of it . • • Seei 
on the south side when the sun shone, how difie 
rent would the scene have shown I 

Something she would do ; some great gooc 
that should be a real sacrifice of self, and gin 
real happbess to her father. Of all that 8h< 
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could think of that would mo^t delight him 
the greatest would be, to see her married 
to Mn Barnard. She would mai^ him then. 
First it looked like a sacrifice : her thinking it 
was so had been what suggested it to her ; but 
no sooner had she begun to make np her mind 
to it, than it seemed absolutely right ; and she • 
took it as a fresh proof how selfishly unthink- 
ing, how bad she must have been that it 
had never seemed so before. Of course her 
reason should have guided her, not her inclina- 
tion ; and equally, of course, her reason should 
be guided by her iather*8 reason, who must know 
so much better. Her moral eye had lost the 
faculty of transmitting any set of rays but one. 
Of course the sky was red, red as fire, and the 
earth, and the lake, and the mountain, all, all 
were burning red, and she had gone on dream- 
ing all her life of blue sky and white light, and 
objects painted with every hue of the rainbow. 
And so in the unnatural composure which 
the resolution she had formed on these convic- 
tions wrought in her, she went one day to Mr. 
Hardinge and told him she had been thinking 
long over the matter, and had seen at last how 
wrong she had been in refusing Mr. Barnard. 
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Her sufferings she looked on in a way as a 
judgment upon her, experience had taught her 
what were the real qualities to be looked for and 
valued in life; that nowhere could she hope to 
find them in such perfection as in him, and that 
in case his mind remuned the same as it had 
been, she wished to become his wife. 

Her words sounded down her father's trumpet 
like the whisper of an angeL Uttle, little could 
be guess the path she had been traTelling, He 
caught her in his arms and kissed her, and called 
her his own dear Emma, and he did not see that 
the love which was beaming in her eyes was not 
for Bamardy but for him. He flew to his wife, 
and kissed her, then all his children round that 
he could catch. He could not stay to tell tbem 
why — Emma would do all that Ttien he rushed 
to his writing-desk, could not find the key, 
though it was in his pocket, and broke the lock 
to get out ink and paper, though there was an 
inkstand and full portfolio on the table. The 
letter written, he ran as fast to the stable ; he 
would ride himself to Machynnlith with it, 
though it was ten miles over the mountain, and 
a sleety February. He could not stay for his 
whip, and lost an hour on the road for want of 
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it; and when at last be came home again it was 
with his feet uncovered, save by his soaked 
stockings. He bad met a barefoot beggar in 
the road, and he was far too happy to feel the 
cold himself. 

The post held the letter, the fatal letter. It 
flew fire-winged, truer than rifle-ball to its 
mark, through Barnard to Barnard's heart, 
and he too felt very happy. He bad begun to 
think he was in some way unfitted for women to 
love, and even Barnard, the pure noble-minded 
Barnard had found — (ob ! how good Barnard 
must have been, if one is surprised at it,)— he had 
found it was a mortifying discovery ; and now to 
be 80 delightfully undeceived; after four years 
to be remembered and sought for sol What 
wonder that he wrote and told his friends in 
higher spirits than were common to him, and 
that in a few hours he was himself on the way to 
Morlands. 

Oh i if goodness do indeed find favour in the 
court of heaven, and angels hang about God's 
servants, to guide them in the mazes of this 
perplexing world, where, where are those that 
wait on Barnard and Emma now ? The half 
good, the children of this world, the light and 
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dark oflbpring of the sons of God aod man's— 
daughters, they may be^ left to struggle with 
what wayward will aud untutored nature may 
involve them in. • . . But these pure ones, what 
have they done? Barnard's eyes are all un- 
learned in such studies; he will never read in 
Emma's face what is passing in Emma's hearti 
though passion scathe her like a thunderstroke. 
If Emma's purpose stand the meeting, what hope 
18 there left for them except in heaven — ^wbat 
hope for them to escape the vengeance inexora- 
ble nature will have for her viokted laws ! 

But the meeting is past and Emma is firm. 
Her nature is bound in chains, and the struggle, 
if struggle there is, cannot be seen. • • . Days 
pass, and the chains hold, but they are tighten- 
ing now, and Emma's lips are pressed close, and 
the clear buoyant voice hisses through them 
when she essays to speak, and cold drops bang 
upon her forehead. But three weeks to the 
wedding day ! Oh save her, save her now, save 
her from the mad control of her reason I What 
have such as she to do with reason ? Why, why 
will she not trust her heart ? Can she not see 
it is conscience which is speaking through it? 
Alas I if the light within you be darkness, how 
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great is that darkness ! Open your eyes, Barnard. 
Fool, fool, can you not see the abyss into which 
you are plunging ? Rather, fool to call so on 
Barnard who has no eyes for sights like these. 
Another week is gone^ another, and the day 
begins to assume its own form, distinct firom its 
brother days in the same cluster. It is no more 
next week, but next Thursday. • . . And Bar- 
nard walks with her, and talks to her of hb poor- 
house, and his school, and his parish, and 
theology, and what not, and not one ray of light 
has broken or will break on him for all the 
bewildered flashes from those blue wildly rolling 
eyes. And now the week is come, and Barnard 
has written to his father, and his sister, and his 
friends — he has sent orders to his housekeeper to 
have rooms and fires and tea ready — and the 
presents are come, and the dresses are made, 
and the ring is bought, and all Emma's friends 
except those at home at Morlands, are full of 
bright anticipations for the future. . . . Except 
those at home I say, not those who are there. 
There there is but one heart that is not like to 
break with fear, and that is the unconscious 
bridegroom's. He alone failed to see. Her 
mother and sister, who all knew Barnard, had 
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had misgivings from the first, and bad all along 
felt an effort in sympathizing with Mr. Har- 
dinge*s joy. They suspected, and they watched. 
Nor could the father^s wishes either keep him 
blind. So day passed after day, and the syrop* 
toms grew worse and worse, and more unmistake- 
able. Her sister spoke at last to her, spoke 
earnestly, — and more earnestly, but all seemed in 
▼ain. She had dug a channel for herself as she 
fancied, with her reason, and poured her nature 

f into it. Her misery was only a sign of the 

badness of her heart which she was determined 

I to conquer, and madness which she took for 

principle, goaded her along through all. At last 
the day grew terribly near, and more and more 
terribly Mr. Hardinge's conviction burned into 
his heart. Tuesday came, the wedding was to 
be on Thursday. Some symptoms of uneasiness, 
' which Barnard could not help seeing about him, 
he could easily explain ; of course they must all 
be sorry at so long d parting as was so soon to 
be. Emma had not appeared to^ay, under plea 
of headache. It was after tea. Mr. Hardinge 
was moody and silent ; some of the girls were 
crying ; the boys was sitting awkwardly in their 
chairs, trying under a look of vacaucy to bide 
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** It 18 only a headache, papa; it will be all 
well to-morrow.** 

** For days past, dear Emma, you have not 
been looking welL Tou have not eeemed happy, 
Emma, aa I thought you would.* 

** Would you like to eee me happy, papt, 
with the thought of leaving you and mamma so 
▼ery, very soon?** 

^And yet, £mma, I do not think your 
mother loved her fiimily less than you ; and yet 
she never looked as you look. You were crying 
aa I came in* If you are really ill, dear Emma, 
I must have your marriage put o£*' 

A gleam of pleasure shot across her features 
at the thought of the ciip passing from her even 
for however short a time. But it passed away 
again in a moment It must be now or never; 
she could never nerve herself to it again, and 
with the passionate conviction with which it 
worked upon her, she cried with a wild eager- 
ness, 

** Oh, no, no papa, not a day I not for 
worlds ! " 

Mr. Hardinge shuddered at the deep agony 
in her fiace. He looked steadily at her. Her 
eyes sunk. 
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Ibe earth, before I witnest so dreadful a Tiolap 
tioQ of his laws.** 

Emma looked up bewildered. What! this 
hereto seKaacrifiee then to which she had so 
desperetely nerved herself; this, which was to 
be the one good act to atone for a life of selfish- 
ness; this, this called a violation of the laws of 
God, called so by that very father for whom she 
was to make it? What did it mean? What 
was it an? 

** Think, Emma, think of the high and holy 
nature of b? e. Think what love is ; for what 
God*s graciotts providence in His wisdom op 
dained it, and remember the oath you will have 
to swear. Emma, will you dare to trifle with 
God ? Will you stand before his altar with a 
lie upon your lips ? *' 

A lie ! It went like a lightning stroke through 
the poor girVs brain. She had never thought 
of that— sUll she could not speak. 

<< Emma, Emma I by your love of the moet 
High God; by your love for me, for your 
mother— on my knees, I pray you speaic; 
speak to her if you will not to me.^ 

Emma raised her eyes. Half blinded as 
they were with tears, she could still see that 
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most fearful sight, a fiither on his knee before 
his child. Great tears were streambg down 
the old man^s dieeks« She threw herself into 
his arms» and lay there sobbing as if her poor 
heart would break. Her mother rused her 
gently, and laid her again npon the bed ; and 
at last, when she recoTored herself enough to 
speak, she threw off the burden from her weary- 
laden hearty and told them all. What followed 
then is too pure and holy for me to travel orer; 
the pen cannot whisper, nor hush its voice to 
speak with reverence such words and thoughts as 
that small chamber witnessed then. Let me draw 
back and close my ears to what I have no share 
ID. Let the veil hang before the Holy of 
Holies. God would be alone with the pure 
when they are offering their hearts to Him. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Tub morning came clear, bright, and frosty. 
'Hie water*birds were skimming up and down 
the lake to warm themselves. The sun shone 
into the breakfast-room through mimic shrubs, 
and trees, and flowers ; the ice crystals splitting 
the rays in pieces, and glittering with a thou- 
sand hues. You might think each window- 
pane was a camera, and you were looking into 
the real garden. It was such a morning a^ 
Barnard had foreseen when the dear calm moon 
had shone in upon him the night before, the few 
moments he lay awake after his candle was 
extinguished. Barnard could read the hea? eoi 
and discern the signs of them ; ho had no skill 
to read the signs of the workings of the human 
heart, and the moral morning was not as be 
had foreseen it He studied man with bis 
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ind thought of the miny pleasant things 'he 
would say ; and behind the window-blinds more 
than one pair of child's eyes were peeping at 
him, and shame to say, they were laughing. 
At last, in a Toice half sunk, half trembling 
from fear it should be wrong, he called up to 
Emma's window ; and, poor fellow, he may call 
and call on, but unless his Toice can reach to 
Aberystwith, she has poor chance of hearing. 
If his sleep had not been so Tory sound, the 
noise of wheels leaving the house very early 
that morning might have let some light in upon 
him before the sun rose. There was no Emou 
for him. But there was a letter from Emus, 
and it was lying then on the breakfast-room 
table, and he has not seen it ; they know be 
has not seen it by his air, and his voice, and the 
tone he is calling in, and they cannot make 
up their mind to go down to him till the un- 
pleasant news is broken and in part realised. 
The elder ones in the family are very serious ; 
the younger ones have a rather vivid feeling of 
the ridiculous. But it is characteristic of theOt 
that not one in the whole family had an idee 
that he had been used ill, or even that he could 
posttbly think he had. If there had been tbe 
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V..VJ ctiu»« lue omer way. Deep and i 
pity is what they are feeling for himy an 
is all. Anything wrong in what has been 
now there cannot be. Have not all thei 
cecdings obeyed natural impulse ? even Ed 
was not that an effort of misguided hei 
which, now that it has been so happily 
rupted, it is impossible not in a way to ad 
Even that he has made a great mistake, 
not come before Mr. Hardinge in that i 
He does not look at it all as something vi 
be has brought about and might have 
vented, but as an event in Providence ; an< 
regards Barnard, and feels for and sympatl 
with him as with a person suffering some h< 
undeserved affliction. 

Each hour as it passes steeps us in its i 
dents, and rolls away and leaves us to 
next; and the moment in which the f 
beld the disclosure suspended^ brought i 
due time to Barnard : bear it in mi^^ -^-^ - 
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must go mway from Morlands, return to bis 
pisoe as he esme out; ind those who know 
him will feel the high respect and love they 
bear him will not allow them to smile at so 
untoward an issue of bis hopes. They will 
sympathise with him as really as, and with, 
perhaps more real right than, the Hardinges ; 
and, till they know all, and till the entire 
Hardinges are brought before them, they will 
feel an indignation for him which be does not 
feel himselC He retires ; his trial is oter ; he 
has been tempted out from his quiet haven upon 
a sea where vessels of bis build commonly find 
a worse fete than his. Let him go home then 
once more, and thank God upon his knees, that 
foul weather was sent not too late for him to 
escape ; that the treacherous sun had not shone 
on and tempted him to his destruction. If 
Emma had married him, within a year Emma 
would have been insane. The Hardinges do 
not escape so. Most vessels founder the day 
after the storm, when the waves are still roUing» 
and there is no wind to steady the ship under 
their blows. So long as the marriage had been 
before her a real prospect, self-imposed by ber 
own voluntary choice, her mind was hekl fixsd 
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upon it at however feafful a atrun; it waa 
fasdnated as people are by breakers at sea 
under their bow, or the intentJoa of snicide. 
It was not madness; but an awfulljr reasonable 
composure, reasonably, firmly, and resolutely 
foUowing as a detnuon of madness. And now, 
with one sudden sweep, all this was gone. One 
has heard of men going apparently quite calmly 
to the scaffold, who being met there by an un- 
expected reprieve, have gone raving mad. 

Emma did not become mad, but she became 
something so liko it, that with the tendency in 
her family to which I have alluded, the most 
pain^l alarm was felt. She was in the house 
of one of tbeir fnends at Aberystwith. The 
day after she got there, an express bad to be 
sent off for her mother; and iu one day more it 
was thought necessary to write to the family 
physician, who was then at Edinburgh, desiring 
him to come to them post-baste. On his 
arrival, which was as rapid as posuble, he was 
put in possession of all the &cts of her case, as 
&r as any but herself were acqumnted with 
them; and supposing, as he did, from what they 
*U believed and told him, that the secret of her 
offering was the secret affection she was che- 
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rithing finr Henry Allen, he told her father he 
beliefed the only thing to save her mind was to 
get her married to him as quickly as potrible. 
Mr. Hardinge, always precipitate, wrote im- 
mediately off to him. 



laumd. 

Thai €• tW 0Bpcr¥irioB» bo Uimn bated. 
Mo Ml to tUj the— 

« packing of his portmanteau," he should come 
off and he married to his daughter. 

Poor Henry I it was a strange order to come 
upon him by the Tery post which he expected 
was to bring him the news that she was lost to 
him for ever. . • • He, like a sensible man, had 
subdued his mortification, and was busy im- 
pregnating himself with Aristotle for his degree 
examination, then about a month distant ; and 
it is not to be denied, that he thought the 
proceeding unphilosophical exceedingly. He 
pleaded hard for that but one month, and 
sheltered himself under want of money e? eu for 
the common purposes of travelling; but the 
mind to wUch he addressed his entreaties was 
deafer than the ear. Answer came— never did 
post bring a swifter— that it was to be then or 
never. Five pounds were in the envelope, and 



THS SPIRIT^t TSIAIi0. 



Ill 



the noxt coach which left Oxford for Binning- 
ham was to bear him on its roof. Mr. Hardinge 
was inexorable, and so it came to pass that within 
a fortnight of the morning on which Barnard 
received his dismissal, (one is almost out of 
breath as one writes it,) the adTertisement, 
announcing the marriage was in the paper. 
Barnard read it, and condescended to a com- 
inon*place, on tlie no fiuth to be placed in 
women. Fowler read it, and knowing nothing 
of all this story, and feeling what I told you 
above he fislt, he took the occasion to tell me 
his history. 

Was Emma happy? Perhaps. It seemed 
her fate, and she surrendered herself to it, if not 
readily yet without reluctance. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

In the beginniDg of February 1846, (the last 
page ends io 1840,) I found a letter oo my 
table one morning in Fowler's handwriting, with 
the poetrmark of Torquay. My mind misgave 
me when I saw from where it came. Life was 
indeed changed with him since we left him. 
He was alone in the world— one by one his 
fiunily had gone down before that luxurious 
feeder on youth and beauty, consumption. His 
Either had been dead about a year; Edward 
himself had shown symptoms enough of deli* 
cacy to make us all uneasy, but he was sanguine 
himself, and we had begun to hope he might get 
over it. I tore the letter hastily open, and 
finind my worst Cears confirmed. 
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*< My dear Arthur, — ^You know how I was 
crowing about myself when my cough went last 
spring ; I thought I had cleared the point at last 
where my brothers and sisters had gone down, and 
was well out at sea for a life voyage ; and now I 
have got to sing my last Paliodia as my last chance 
to propiuate the deities I have affronted by my 
confidence. Unless the wind changes, and that 
speedily, before this spring is out, my vessel 
will be stranded, and the soul of it will be with 
the elements. I was going on very well till the 
autumn, and so much was clearing up about 
me, and my mental horizon at any rate losing so 
many of its clouds, when all at once, no leave 
asked or notice given, down came this vile 
cough upon me again ; the wind is blowing dead 
upon the rocks, and I feel myself daily and 
houriy drifting perceptibly to leeward. I tried 
to work out at Ventnor, but it was no use, and 
I ran off here — but I am doing no better. I have 
tried my vessel on all tacks and at all points, in 
doors and out of doors — cold water and hot, 
cod's liver and homosopathy, riding and walk- 
ing, but each time I take my bearings, there is 
no misuke about it, I am nearer and nearer 
Wi . . . And so now I have pretty well made up 
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my mind to the wont» ind ean look calmly at it. 
How tbaokfiil I muat be it haa pleaaed God to 
bring me down with a diaorder which promiaea to 
leave me my mind to the laat ummpaired» ao 
that I can meet what ia to come with compo- 
aurOi It ia not that I think much of dying. I 
am m God'a preaence now; I cannot be neaier 
to or further from Him ; and whatelae ia there 
hr a aerioua peraon to hope for or to fear? I 
have not found the taate . of life thia aide of the 
grave ao very aweet that I ahould be unwilliog 
to exchange it even for the charma of what I 
may find beyond. But what ia really distrem- 
ing, ia to feel I have to go with no work done 
to foUow me» without one aingle point to look 
back upouy in which I have made the earth bet- 
ter or happier by my preaence on it, and so 
much, alaa ! that I have done ao different I It 
had been my hope in auch time aa thia, to have 
been able to aay, my * Fmpj,' to have tried the 
aword I have tempered myael^ in one battle at 
leaat, for truth against dreama, and then I conld 
go, O how gladly I But I shall have nothing to 
hand in, except btentions, — ^what they aay the 
road to the wrong place ia paved with. Plaai 
and deaignsi not one of which haa beguo to 
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grow even upon paper. Are such accepted ? 
And I have bad all my work to do with myself 
80 late, the work of a life patched up in a few 
years ; built downwards too, the foundation last 
and hardly finished I What a weary, weary busi- 
ness these last few years haye been to me! 
and now that the work seemed done, that I 
had begun to feel I might go out and labour to 
help my fellow^reatures, as I laboured with 
myself— the time is up, the accounts have come, 

and I am called to send in the books. 

How far I have done will for myself remain to 
be seen then. As I understand it, the question 
will be rather* What are you? What have you 
made of yourself? — then one by one what are 
the specific things you have done ? By a subtle 
enough, but exact enough power, each thing 
you do leaves its indelible scar upon you, and 
remain recorded, like two stones in a piece of 
masonry, not separate but in a collective result 
But the great question of right and wrong seems 
far too complicated to let me think each act can 
have a specific value, with an equivalent of pmn 
or pleasure weighed over against it in a scale. 
I cannot believe we are any more answerable 
for the mistakes of our early life than a young 

I 2 
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atudeni of {NunUng for his bungling first at- 
tempts. The analogy, I think, hoUs good fur- 
ther than people will eommonly allow it They 
have all gone wrong some time, but they think 
to make up for it by the strictness of their 
ereed; and tho least charitable people are 
always those whcRM life gites them the least 
right to condemn. We are started only with 
fiiculties and materials ; we hsTO to become ac- 
qumnted with the nature of both, and equally 
require time and practice to get skill in their 
use. Certainly what we know of man in fsct» 
proves, as for as induction can prove anything, 
that the experimental skill of another, is as lit- 
tle tranferable in morals as in art You may 
say this or that thing is to be done, and the 
other is to be let alone, and what can be 
easier ? Just as the artist will mak^ such and 
such strokes which will be easy enough to him, 
and till you try, seem so to you ; but which, wbeo 
you do try, you do not Bud you can imitate. 
Uoth artist and moralist will wonder at your 
perseverance, and one will call you stupid, siid 
the other vicious, when there is neither stupi- 
dity nor vice in the case, and you are ooly 
going over the same ground as they themselvei 
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once went OTor and lia?e forgotten. Of counc^ 
teaching does mucb» and bringing up more. 
Perhaps when the science of the thing is tho- 
roughly understood, they may do ererything ; 
but at present there are many mistakes which 
science has failed to understand, and one is 
obliged to make them to kiiow they are mis- 
taken; one must tM to know what it is to 
•tand ; and one is unwilling to belie?e this must 
be so always. Why, for instance, is it so hard 
to get men to beliere they must often cross 
their inclinations, when the inclination is 
innocent? We find it so written in books; 
tutors teach it or dwell upon it, lecture upon 
it in their way, and off we go from their pre- 
sence, and make haste to find a gratification for 
every evil ; and wego on so^ till experience scourges 
ui into convicUon. I am not speaking of sucli 
of our teachers as tell us one thing, and set us 
the example of another — take God*s covenant 
in their mouths, and never take the trouble to 
reform themselves, but almost of the best we 
have. One great reason, I think, why they so 
little affect us, is the pedantic rigidity with 
which they bring their doctrines before us. We 
believe nothing of what they tellxUs, because we 
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know half of it to be ftlaa. ... Say they lia?e 
gone wrong and been led right; tbey shrink 
Gron dwelling npon their abemtions in a way 
that would enable them to analyse theni» hot 
throw all that away as not only wronj^ butabso- 
hilely and entirely sinful and depra?ed They 
call it bad names^ corrupt, unregenerate^ state of 
serritude to eril spirits^ and what not ; and when 
they see us going wrong, they speak to us in the 
same strain — whereas, in fiust, it certainly is not 
so. Let them say what they will, human 
nature nerer can take pleasure in evil. Its 
worst altematiyes are bewildered seekings after 
what is considered good* Nothing is liked or 
can be liked for being e?iL The worst men 
account for themselres to themselyes in their 
own way, Tarnish their doings with their idea of 
good ; and some element of real good there ii 
sure to be in e?ery man's notion of good* Yoo 
may as well tell me I would drink poison know- 
ing it to be so, as that I would do <me act which 
I knew to be not only generally, but in that 
particular case bad. 

** I beg your pardon for troubling you with 
these speculstions of mine, but it is a soleom 
time this far me^ and I am chiefly busy m soid- 
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ming up and scrutinising my own past ... It 
is a melancholy business with a retrospect so 
dreary. To have been obliged so many times to 
be taught and taught the same thing orer and 
orer; eadi time forgetting the meaning of the 
word, and ha?ing to look it out again in the 
dictbnary of suffimng. • • • • One seems to 
wonder at the little use other men*s experience 
is to ufl^ when one thinks how yery often one^s 
own has to be repeated. Pray forgive me— my 
pen runs off with me. Do not think I am look- 
ing for excuses for what I find in myself so 
UDsatisfactory. I have had teaching enough 
and practice enough if e?er any man had, and 
it 18 shame enough to me to be only what I am. 
I am not letting metaphysics run away with me, 
and pre?ent me from calling good good, and 
bad as bad can be. Only I wish to discriminate. 
I £uicy there is as much, perhaps more harm in 
this wholesale way of blaming them than there 
is in none at all ..• it is a very untrue, audit 
pretends to be so true. 

** I assure you I want all my philosophy in 
this place to keep me up ; I am, I believe you 
know, the last of my name ; I have no brother, 
no sister, not a friend, (at least witii me,) to 
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look after me» and talk to ine» and keep mjr 
apiriti up with telling me how much better I 
look* One by one I saw them lowered down 
into the graven where, unless I am far wrong, I 
shall yerj soon follow ; and my soul will be with 
theirs .... Alas I will it? Philosophy says 
it is so unlikely we shall erer meet where we 
riiall know each other as we ha?e been ; and 
yet it may be weakness, but I must let my heart 
mould my creed for me. The parting cup 
would be bitterly mixed if I could not hope I 
should again see my father, where there can be 
no misunderstanding more, and hear him tell 
me he has forgiren me for all I made him 
suffer. 

^ The doctor has just been here; he has 
looked me orer, felt my lungs, and persists in 
telling me I shall get well again. I do not 
mean to let myself believe him; I measure 
myself by other people ; I march about in this 
city of consumpUon. . . • One sees them st 
first pretty strong about everywhere, and at all 
times ; then they subside to the middle of the 
day walk and the respirator. • . • From that to 
the carriage is a short step, and a shorter tbes 
to the easier chair. Then we meet their wifst 
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and daughter* about ilooe, and in a few weeks 
there is a notice to let in the house- windows, or 
black gowDS and bonnets in the plaee of the 
blue ones. ... * So runs the round of life' — 
rather of death — here at Torquay. I am M the 
respirator itage^ where I am sticking longer than 

most of them do, and this makes Doctor 

sanguine shout me. But there is no mistaking 
the face that stares at me out of the looking- 
glass. There they are every feature the same 
as it was in those I watched down, ... I wish 
you could ctmtrive to come down to me. It is 
selfish to ask I know, but when one is ill, one is 
entitled to be selfish. It is really lonely for me, 
almost dismal at times. I am not allowed to 
work — even this letter has fatigued me. Perhaps 

when Easter vacation comes, you will 

if .... if .... I still want you. 

*' Your affectionate, 

"Ed. Fowler." 

What a letter I with such a story to tell, and 
so calm and quiet with it all. Something too, 
as it seemed to me, so thoroughly unsatisfactory 
in its tone and feeling. Such speeulationa, at 
such a time I What one should write ta> him mie 
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could not tell in the least I would have gone 
down at once bad it been possible, but for six 
weeks there was not a chance of my getting 
away, and in the mean time what might not 
happen I I knew Fowler too well to doubt the 
painful reality of all he said ; if it was not real it 
was too shocking. . . . No; he felt what he 
said ; he would go^ quietly on to his end, and 
except what disease might do, his pulse would 
nerer alter. I wrote what I could, common* 
place enough, as consolation always is. H'ls 
Tiews I could only half understand, and not at 
all sympathise in. For three weeks I heard 
nothing more from him I After such a letter as 
the first, what might one not fear ? For the 
down-hill of consumption is the side of a sphere^ 
At first the decline is scarcely perceptible, but 
it becomes fast steeper and then steeper, and at 

last it is the side of a precipice But at 

the end of the month came another letter. 

*«Feb.37. 

** Since I last wrote to you, one of those 
curious things has befallen me which baffle all 
conjecture to account for them, and tie up the 
broken threads of our life when we had lost tbs 
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clue ; one of thoH Uiings which befdl most peo- 
ple once in a lifet and eeems sent on purpose to 
silence incredulitfi fordng us to believe there 
are other powers at work upon this web of life 
than are seen at the loom, 

" It has abaken me rery much, perhapi made 
my time shorter, — at any rate it hai settled the 
qoestion for me if there was ai^ doubt remaiiw 
iDg that 1 am to go. In my own private history 
it has serred to furnish all that was wanUng, and 
now it is completed. 

" I was walking one fine morning up and down 
the end of the quay ; there was no wind, the 
warm sun was pouring down a heat which almost 
makes February into July here. My cough bad 
been growing easier, and now and then 
% thought had been stealing into me, that the 
doctor might be right, and there was a chance 
for me after alL , . , llie boats were passing 
in and out, a large vessel was lying outside 
which had been wutlug for the tide^ and now at 
high water was to be towed in. You know 
there is a double pier at Torquay, and a pair 
of hawsers had been run out from the vessel's 
bows to each ; she was to be brought up the 
oppoMte ude of the harbour to where I wa% so 
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that ill the people were collected there, and 
I9 with a nune-maid and little boy, who was 
watching the proceedings with the intensest in- 
tanest» were the only occupants of mine. The 
line from the yessel to my pier was run round a 
capstan at the point of it, so that it could be 
slipped from on hoard the ship when it was of no 
further sendee. . . You know how I lore theses 
and all to do with iU It is almost the only thing I 
feel a passion for. I was leaning against the 
parapet, hal(-watching, half-dreaming of the 
many bright beautiful voyages I bad had, and 
the many more I had once hoped to have, when 
I was startled by a scream from the nurse, and 
rm running forward, I saw the little boy in the 
water. He had ventured too near the edge in 
trying to get as close to the ship as possible, 
when the hawser was suddenly slipped, and the 
bight of the rope as it ran round, had caught 
his leg and he was thrown over. There were 
boats enough about, and sailors would have 
been in the spot almost instantly, but, like a fed 
as I was, nothing would satisfy me but I must 
forget all about my cough, and jump in after 
him. It was near enough to the steps. The 
water, when I was well, was as much my boms 
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as the firm ground ; lo we were soon oat agaiD« 
neither of ue at the time feeling any harm from 
it, except the drenching. I was not very anx* 
ioiu to form any acquaintance at Torquay, still 
less under circumstances which might be eidtp 
ing. Whoever the child^s friends were, they 
could not know how little they really owed to 
me, and would most likely bother me with 
their gratitude. 

** You know how I always hated scenes, so I 
splashed off home with all speed, without tell- 
ing the nurse, who, poor thing, was almost out 
of her wits for fear, who I was. I went directly 
to bed, as the best thing I thought I could 
do. The next day I could not leave that . • • 
nor the day after could be more than removed 
out to my sofa. ... If any one called, I had 
given orders, of course, to be invisible, as I 
had misgivings that I might be found out I 
was just begiuning to recover strength to think 
what a goose I had been, when a card was 
brought up to me, with a name and a few words 
in pencil . . . The name was the Rev. Henry 
Allen ; . . the words were, * For God's sake 
let me see you.' . . Yes; it was Allen, and the 
^ was their child— their only child. ... I 
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GUI baldly teU joa what I felt; irritation I be- 
li0T« principally . • • Why muat they track me 
down to my graven and make the end as bitter 
as they had made the middle ? • . . I had sent 
down to name another hour when he might 
eome, and then I set to work to think what it 
might all mean. ... It was they certainly. 
Allen had been obliged, unexpectedly, to vacate 
his curacy in the north of England, and being 
unemployed, he had availed himself of an offsr 
of a diapel at Torquay. He- had been here 
but a few days when the accident happened. . . 
I got over my annoyance as well as I could. . . 
My worser nature tempted me to complain, to 
wish with all my heart it had not happened. . . 
But I cannot think it is a mere coincidence, so I 
try to endure and wait the issue in faith. • • . 
Allen came at the time I said ; I had met him 
more than once unce his marriage, which soft* 
ened off the angels of the scene. But it was 
very, very awkward. A more awkward hour I 
never passed. He took my hand as he came 
in, with a few real, frank, manly words ; but I 
was too weak to do more than tell him how 
little he owed to me, and intreat him not to 
think what 1 had done had in any way altered 
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my dianoet finr the future. The eupentitious 
feeltogs I bid about it be was not a penou to 
uDdentand, lo I let tbem alone. But wbat I 
did tell him was quite true. . . . My case was 
desperate before, and it would be fiur more 
Ukdy to shorten my few weeks, or what- 
ever might be before me, I said, to know that 
they were distressing and disturlnng themselyes 
no needlessly. . • • But there we paused Each 
of us wished to speak of Emma, and neither of 
^1 us seemed able to bo the first When we had 
met before, of course we had nerer mentioned 
her. At last Allen got out that she wished to 
see me. • • • I felt it must be, yet I shrunk 
from it. Long, long ago erery trace of my old 
feeling for her disappeared. . . . There was 
that strange story some one told me about Bar» 
Dsni, and the way she had beha?ed to him. 
How much to believe of such things one does 
not know, but there was something rather strange 
about it certainly. And then her having been, 
ts they say, so passionately attached to Allen, 
; Aod so soon having been able to forget me; 
one felt so disappointed in her, that one could 
not go on even regretting very long that one 
bid lost her. As far as my own feelings go^ I 
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eouU meet her calmly enough. But she is 
peinfially exduble ; aud if there are to be any 
spasms and outbreakings, I am selfish enough 
to wish her well at the other end of Yorkshire 
agun. • • • Howe?er, I see it is laid upon me ; 
it is no use to resisty and I bow my head to the 
breath of destiny. She is coming to-morrow. 
Nine years aga I wonder if she is changed. 
Some one told me I shouU not know her 
again«" 

" March 10. 

<* I have seen her again. . • . Nine years;— it 
is strange, very strange I Yes, I have seen her 
again; again I hare held her in my arms; 
once more I have felt her warm breath upon 
my cheek, and her lips upon mine. 1 had lived 
for this. This was the secret of this strange 
meeUng, and now I suppose 1 may die. Sbe 
came: Allen brought her. I was startled to 
see how like she was to what she had been. I 
saw no change, except in the sweet sad expret- 
sion in that once so bright and sunny face. 
And even it seemed to link on closer to tbe 
moment when we parted. She had looked juit 
so then. 1 had felt the meeting, the first meet* 
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iDg at least, would be so painful to me, that I 
nerved myself for an effortp and» as well as my 
strength would let me» I talked away of a 
thousand quite indifferent things, to give her 
Ume to recover herself. . • • But it would not 
do. It is ill talking of such matters to a heart 
that is full to bursting. Emma^s eyes were 
swimming in tears. Allen, noble-minded fellow 
as he is, felt his presence a restraint upon her ; 
since he knew what then I had never guessed 
at; he knew what she had felt so lon^ 
what she still felt for me, and which this un« 
lucky accident had now made break out again 
in a form almost agonizing, and he rose and 
left us. . . • Coward as I am, I would gladly 
enough even then have escaped from what was 
tofoUow^and I half wished she had gone too. 
But it was to be. She at least would be mise- 
rable if she could not speak ; and I, too, how 
could I tell whether there was not something 
I was bound to hear ? or if not, why should I 
care for myself? What right had I ? So Allen 
went, and then down went the floodbank, and 
out rushed the full torrent of her soul. Out it 
came^such a history, and for me to hear I She 
u>kl me of that bitter farewell leUen She 
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had never written it» her fiUber^s bend bad 
governed bera ; and tben a fatal promise be bad 
wrong from ber» tbat tbough she lored me still, 
and never eooU cease to love me, she would 
never see me more till she was the wife of 
another. • • • This to me! God forgive me 
the unworthy thought that my unworthy soul 
gave birth to« CSould the hope of meeting me 
again, then, have found some comer of your 
heart to hide in when you married? But the 
dear blue eyes met me so steadily, and yet with 
such bitter melancholy, that mine sunk abashed. 
. . • There was not a thought in her mind her 
husband might not have shared in; perhaps 
not one he bad not I never knew till that moment 
how much a purely virtuous person could dare. 
And tben I bad to bear about Allen bow be had 
long wooed and sought her; how she had 
warned him what she felt, what she always 
must fed for me, though she knew that I was 
lost to her for ever. . . . Then dl her strug- 
gles, her father's anxiety and displeasure, the 
true story of the Barnard budness, (the bravt 
heart in her I It is a true piece of heroism; I 
will tell it you when you come to me,) which 
foolish people have made such mockery o( sod 
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1116 hr e?er, and perhaps broken her heart in 
grief finr me. But to blood like mine there was 
no danger; if my pulses beat as strong, and life 
was as fiill and bounding in me as when last I 
saw you, I couM have passed through the same 
aoene as eaUnly as I baye now. But she per- 
plexes me strangely. I cannot but wonder at 
and adnure her. ... If it is right or not, I 
cannot telL As a phenomenon, she seems to 
come under no class which -moralists hare pro- 
nounced their opinion upon. I hope I do not 
un against her, when at times I think it for- 
tunate I am going to die. The real diffi- 
culty with me about her is, however, that she 
erer married Allen at all. She will be happier 
with him when it is all over with me, now that 
she has seen me, and in a way delirered her 
diseased memory of me. . • • But I cannot 
say I see why she did not wait, and hope and 
hope. What can love do, if it cannot make one 
hope when there is no reasonable ground for 
hope, or, if you like, none at all? ... I am 
afraid, from what she said, her mind was un- 
settled. But perhaps it is better as it is. At 
any rate it soon will be so. I hardly know 
what to say about mysel( how soon it may be.* 
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It may be weeks, it may be months. I may 
weather out another summer stilL The Aliens 
are with me eyeiy day. Emma ahnost lives 
here, ami my little Jemmy has installed ma 
into the dignity of an undo. • • • Children doD*t 
seem to be equal to the idea of a firiend who is 
not a relation. Allen eomes himself when ha 
can, but be is busy. • . • You will soon be free. 
. • • And you will eome to see me^ will you 
not?" 



The first day I was free, I hurried down from 
Oxford. It was the beginning of April, bright 
clear^ cloudless weather; the hedges smothered in 
primroses and blue riolet, the fields yellow with 
daffodils. There had been a draught of wind 
from the east all March ; but it blew so lightly, 
that except at night one could almost bncy it 
was summer. It was evening when the coach 
set me down at the inn at Torquay, about an 
hour before sunset ; one of those yellow even- 
ings we never see except in Devonshire in 
spring. Fowler was liring in one of the large 
new bouses in the Rock walk. He had chosen 
the place himself, in spite of its being so ex- 
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posed, for the sky and the set bad been bis 
esrliest friend^ and tbey were all now tbat be 
lored with an enthusiasm. I was expected* 
The senrant opened the door before I bad bad 
time to knock ; be bad seen me comings and 
took my bag without more question than to 
pronounce my name. He just told me, as we 
went up stairs, I should find bis master worse. 
Poor follow, be bad hardly strength to say so. 
For Edward was so kind and thoughtful of every 
one about him, that though be lored none of 
them, they all adored him. He opened the 
drawing-room door. It was a long double room, 
divided with folding-doors, one of which was 
haIf*open, and I could see, without being seen, 
into the further end of it. There was a deep 
oriel window projecting outwards over the sea, 
deep enough for a person lying in it, with his 
back towards the room, to command the entire 
bay through the centre and side windows ; and 
there lay, on a alanting spring couch, my old 
firiend, — I could not doubt it was him,— drinking 
in the beautifol evening, and lingering out the 
last lagging moments of bis lifo over that happy 
sea where be had known so many happy, happy 
hours. ... A lady was sitting by bini, with a 
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work-tabkb And Tirious books and papen lying 
acattoned about. It ieemed aba bad been read- 
ing abnid to bim. Tlierewasa sweeter Toioe 
tban bis in tbe room as I entered, and I saw 
ber torn a book down upon its bob as tbe ser- 
vant opened tbe door. I tiiougbt it was my 
ooming in wbieb bad disturbed ber, • . . but it 
was not; a side door I oooU not see bad opened 
at tbe same moment in tbe room wliere tbey 
were^ and a little boy came in, bolding tbe 
coner of bis apron in botb bands. I motioned 
to the servant not to move^ and stood for a few 
momeDti watching. 

** There, uncle Ned, see here what I have 
got P and he showered out his little treasure of 
cowslips and white Volets into his lap, and 
lifted himself up on tip-toe and kissed him. 
He seemed ashamed of what he had done, and 
half really, half pretending to be afraid, he 
turned down and hid his buce in bis mother's 
lap. 

^ You told roe uncle was going away, mammy, 
•0 I thought rd go and see if I couldn*t get 
something pretty for him to make him stay with 
us. You won't go now, will you?*' and he Ten* 
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tared op again, and parted Edward's damp hair 
from off his pale forehead, and stroked his cheeks 
with his little pink fingers. 

*<Not directly, dear Jemmy, I hope; not 
quite directly: but I beliere I must go some- 
time, soon, ... I should like very well to stay 
with you. Jemmy ; but we can't always do as 
we like^ you know.** 

*^ Not you, uncle ? Can't you ? so old and 
so big as you are? But, unde^ papa goes away 
sometimes, and comes back again to us after a 
little bit; and then he goes again, and he 
always comes back. And you will, uncle, won't 
you ? You*ll come back and stay with us, and 
never go away any more. Where are you goings 
uncle ?^ 

** Where will these pretty riolets here go 
next week, Jemmy T* 

The chiU looked up puzzled. 

** Will the Tiolets come back from where they 
are goings uncle ?** 

^ Yes, next sprinj^ Jemmy.** 

** But these riolets, uncle ? These rery same 
ones? Shall I go out again with Nanan 
and find them again just where they were. 
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theieBaine oiie% and bring them into you» uncle ? 
Undeb will yoa ooma again n«t spring 7** 

<* Yes» my next aprinj^ Jemmy.** 

And EdwanTs Toiee passed Ughtly orer the 
second word, and the Gild's bob grew bright 
sgain« 

I beckoned to the senrant to go in and say I 
was come ; I waited a moment more^ for the 
lady, I saw, made a movement as if to go. 
** O stay, Emma dear; don*t go; stay and see 
Arthur. He is no stranger to you. What I 
know be knows. He knows alL** . . • But 
this only seemed to quicken her movements, 
as she and Jemmy were out of sight in a mo- 
ment 

I could barely catch a glimpse of her face. 
But the glimpse was quite enough to tell me 
how far short even the passionate description I 
hsd heard of her fell of her singular beauty. 
Edward half rose as I came forward* '* This is 
indeed kind of you,** he said. ^ These sick 
rooms, they are a dreary piece of business at 
the best At least to others." 

Nothing you may have been told can really 
prepare you for the changes you are to find in 
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a perioo yoa left in fall health. The strongest 
imagination is too weak to unfix the last 
image yonr senses gave you; and do what you 
will, it is with that you will make your oom- 
parisoo. Edward had talked of a chance of 
another summer; another summer I no, he 
would neter see another May! 1 looked at 
him, I suppose, with so very woebegone an ex* 

pression, that he b^gan to laugh. ** Don't 
make such dreadful faces at me," he said. ** You 
look almost as hideous as my own image of 
myself in my looking-glass. Why, Arthur, you 
know no more of me now than I told you. . . . 
I thought you were above mere nervousness. 
Come^ come, it's bad enough to have to disi 
without one's friends making it worse for one^ 
instead of better. You must get yourself toge- 
ther, or I shall be packing you off again. That 
pretty boy's violets ! Will you put them, please, 
into the water there ? Jemmy Allen brought 
them to me just before you came in.'* 

** I saw him.** 

** And you heard him, poor little fellow I I 
hope I am not swelling my sins with the many 
tricks and cheats I have to play him. Hecomes 
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to me day after day, always with foine strange 
question I cannot answer.^ 

^ And the lady was his mother?* 

^ Yes» that was Emma. She was shy of you, 
and would run away; but you will see her 
again by-and-bye. • • • I believe I didn't tell 
you of it. They are hers altogether now. I 
talked it over with them. She was making 

herself restloss and wrotched» at the notion of my 

being here alone in this way. and they were 
kind enough to say they would all move up and 
take up their abode here for a time ; in &ct till» 
I suppose, there is no more occasion for them 
here. ... I let E^ma alone. I do not think 
there is another woman in the world who might 
go on as she is doing ; • . . but it is a case, I 
think, upon which a woman should judge for 
herself and to advise her would be to insult 
her. Allen and I both know her so well, and 
bow purely single-minded she is. She thinks 
DO evil, and so can do none. Suggest to her 
any earthly interpretations people might give 
to her conduct, she would not undentand it. 
She wouU look as strangely at you as poor 
Jemmy did just now at me, when 1 talked to 
him about the violets.** 
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** But tappoM you should recoYer.^ 
There is little fetr of it,** Edward 8«d, with 
a fiunt smile. ^ But if I were to do so, I do 
not see that there would be any danger to her. 
. . . And as I see more of her, I almost think 
it might he better for her. It is easier to con- 
tinue sentimental orer a memory of a person 
who has loved you, than over a living one who 
does not The common intercourse of ordinary 
life, with all its humdrum features, would very 
soon exorcise her, if it really is an evil spirit in 
ber, and she wants exorcising; and if it is 
not, why not let her continue as she is. I do 
not think it is an evil spirit myself. You do 
not doubt M^, I suppose. . . . Even if I were 
all I once was, or all I might have been, were I 
ever so disposed to take unprincipled advan- 
tage of her affection for roe, I feel quite easy 
that the most cunningly suggested thought of 
what is wrong would fall on her like fire sparks 
into a heap of snow.* 

^ The metaphor would seem better to apply 
to you,** I said, ** from what I can see. How- 
ever, you may be right, and if you are, it stag- 
gers one's phikMophy, and makes one's isncier 
knowledge of human nature look rither discre 
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diuble. • • • But bow can you be ao sure she 
b to different from otber women ? Wbmt rigbt 
bave you to be ao confident of youraelf ? to be 
ao certain, aa you aeem to be, that if you were 
well and atrong again, you could hold youraelf 
ao immaculate, and go on letting her entertun 
the feelinga ahe doea to you without being 
tempted ! Why ia it ao impoaaible that, allow- 
ing heraelf to think, aa you acknowledge ahe 
does, that ahe would have been happier with 
you for her huaband, aome day aome unlawful 
wiah may not raiae ita hideoua head in \ker? 
some unlawful regret that ahe ever married 
Allen ? . • . God forbid I should think it poa- 
sible such wishes should ever be realised ; but 
the shadow of a passing thought would dese- 
crate a mind ao beautiful as hers, and if there 
would be danger then, ahe ought not to be with 
you now." • 

Why, Arthur, you are ao eager, I shall begin 
to think you suspect me of intending really to 
get well and run away with her. lliey are 
neither of them very likely. Were I to recover, 
and Emma by accident to be ft'ee again, 1 could 
never think of her aa a wife. All hopes of 
sucl) kind of happiness I saw into their gravea 
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yean ago. If I were to live u miny yean as 
I am Hkelj to do dayi, I woald not raiae them 
out of it. llwjr say that beyond the grave tbey 
neter 1m again nnder the beat drcumstances, 
and I bare giTen up letting nya^ lake interest 
in any thing that dies. 



Wbaterer uneasiness I might feel* I was soon 
set at rest about it. It was as he had said ; 
at least as &r as be was coocenied.' I had 
interpreted him by myself; I was afraid that, 
knowing he waa so near his end, his weakness 
might unnerra him ; and he might sink to 
aentimentalise with the lady in a way that, end 
bow it would, night drop poison into her peace 
of mind, and canker her life with the thought of 
him. Bat it was not s& t had been alarmed 
at soooetfaing in tbe tone of one of his letters; 
but if bo had wanned at all at the first meeting 
mth ber» it was but with the warmth tbe liring 
lend dw dead by th«r embrace, and now be 
was coM again as ice^ I fait easily into my 
plaes asaoDg tbem. She shrunk from me for tbe 
first day or two, but she soon became used to 
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my presence^ as 8be would to a new piece of 
furniture, and took no more notice of roe. . • • 
Edward spoke little to her, and bis conyersation 
never took a tone which would excite any 
tinge of morbid feeling. If he spoke to me of 
her, it was only with a kind of intellectual 
interest, as of any other phenomenon which 
struck him as curious. It was a case of disease 
to bo treated^ and ho went on treating it as 
be bad made up his mind it would best be got 
rid of, that is, letting it alone ; taking the same 
kind of notice of her tliat be did of me ; but 
almost always addressing himself to me as 
likely to make more out of his thoughts. . • • 
His mind seemed absorbed in contemplating 
what was coming upon him. He could stiU 
talk easily. His cough had left him, and his 
disorder now was a general wasting of the whole 
system, without specially affecting any parti- 
cular action. He liked speaking, and to me, 
(jarring as his entire method of looking at 
things was against all I had been taught to 
think myself,) what he would say had a strange 
fascination. When a man is at the end of life, 
and can really cast his eyes round him and 
before him calmly, let his creed be what it will, 
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faia HUM hare an luinatiml deuiien ; ihe 
body &lb awaj from around hia mind when the 
earth for which it ia made ia fading away, and 
there ia no more interest in self deception. And 
certainly, a faith which could go >o resignedly 
and so hopefully to meet its end, had, muat 
" have had, aomething real in it What Fowler's 
luth exactly was, I did not know ; nor could I 
tell what lus grouoda of hope were i but that he 
was most earnestly and intensely looking for 
something which waa to come, I was as sure at 
that I was myselt I bod heard him say once 
that hia belief in a future state was the only 
thing which had saved him from suidde; io- 
deed he could hardly think any one who thought 
at all, who bad trained himself (o correct tlie 
impreMion of his senses, to weigh the future 
against the present, and could calculate the 
balance of aufiering and enjoyment in this 
world, would be brought to remain in it, except 
from such conviction, with the means of escape 
ererywhere resdy at his hand. . . . One day 1 
pressed him to tell me how he had contrived to 
tartity himself against a fear which moat men 
fiwod so insiipportiJ>Ie. 
** Uy only difficulty," be said, •< is to know 
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what there is to be afraid ot • . • The only 
passion with which it affects me is curiosity ; 
but I try to subdue ity because I think it is 
irreverent. . • . But why should I be afraid to 
die? Why should any man who belieTes in 
God ? I belicTe that God has aU goodness and 
all power. Therefore he will do with me what 
is best; and how can any serious person be 
afraid of what is best for him? Few men's 
lives can be more unsatisbctory to look back . 
upon than mine— I know it. It is a point 
which now I cannot affect one way or the other. 
If it be good for me to suffer for it, I shall ; and 
I shall accept with thankfulness whatever suffer- 
ing is laid upon me ; as I should accept it now 
if I knew where to find it in the best way. If 
we are to pass^ as we are taught, more immedi- 
ately into God's hands than we are herci what 
can there be, for which we should be more 
grateful ? into the hands of an all-wise Being, 
who knows all we require, and will save us 
from the infirmity of our own wills in inflicting 
upon us what we should flinch from inflicting 
upon ourselves ? . . . You may say I shall have 
to suffer hereafter as a penalty, and not for my 
own benefit, . . I cannot see however how this 
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can be. If wb«t is inflicted as a penalty is 
what I deserve, it must be for my own benefit, 
because it b always better for every one to have 
what be desenres. • • • The real en\ is to haye 
what one does not deserre^ good or bad. And 
if it be hard for you to be convinced of it in 
your own person, you must at least acknow- 
ledge it must be in some sense or other goodf 
and a manly person therefore would of course 
choose it. • • Pun is in itself an eviL It can- 
not be that God, who^ as we know, is perfectly 
good, can choose us to suffer pain, unless either 
we are ourselves to receive from it an antidote 
to what is evil in ourselves, or else as such pain 
is a necessary part in the scheme of the uni- 
verse, which as a whole is good. In either case 
I can take it thankfully. • . . But in the eter- 
nity of punishment, as you commonly hear it 
explained, I simply do not believe. ... It 
cannot profit the wffertr if he is never to 
change. He cannot deserve it; because his 
sins have been in time, and between the finite 
and the infinite there is no comparison, and so 
no proportion. ... If you take too, as I believe 
the history of even the worst man that ever 
defiled Ood*s earth with his filthy presence. 
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and know it from first to Ust| in ail its bearings» 
as the Almighty knows it| you would not say it 
deserved any very terrible retaliation ; i^ tliat is» 
it did really take its beginning here on earth — 
and what we are in this life is not, as some 
people think, a consequence of what we were 
even in some other state which we are not per- 
mitted to remember. . . • Eternal punishment' 
cannot benefit by example; for all trials are 
supposed to be over when time is swallowed up 
in eternity. It may be that time ceases to all 
of us at our death ; our dock has been wound 
up to go a certain period, and when it is run 
down, it remains for ever pointing at the same 
index ; and then what we are at that moment 
will be for ever our reward or our punbhment. . • 
I do not believe this, but it may lie so; but 
badness, as I understand it, is negative not 
positive; the absence of good rather than the 
presence of evil ; and its punishment therefore 
will be a privation of just so much happiness as 
corresponds to the good which is wanting. • . . 
That there is in man a principle of evil warring 
against good in him, and with a power and 
tendency to become positive and to absorb or 
annihilate such good as is left remaining in a 
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man at his death, it is blaspbemy agiinst God 
even to dream it. « • Eyil for erirs sake man 
cannot lore ; by the law of hit nature he is erer 
neeking for good, and the difference between 
men is only in degree corresponding to the 
degree of thmr knowledge. If men continue 
for ever as they die^ what of positiye good 
there is in them will find its answering state, 
and that is atL** 

** And we may meet -again ? *' Emma said 
quickly. 

Edward smikd. ** If it is better — surely yes. . 
But we are in God*s hands. There may be 
better things — though we cannot think of any." 

The most painful feature about him was that 
he appeared to feel no regret at leaving earth* 
or any one upon earth. He had disentangled 
his affections so completely from persons and 
fixed them upon things, that he had resigned 
his mind entirely to the ideas of the better, and 
he felt only for that. I said something to him 
about this. • . ** But why should I regret them ?** 
he siud. ^ I should not be taken away without 
it was ordered so. ... Whatever creed we 
hold, if we believe that God is, and that he 
cares for His creatures, one- cannot doubt that. 
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And it would not have been ordered so without 
it was better either for ourseWes, or for some 
other persons, or some things* To feel sorrow 
is a kind of murmuring against God's will, 
which is worse than unbelief.'* 
** But think of the grief of those you leave." 
^ They should not allow themselves to feel 
it. It is a symptom of an unformed mind. What 
pun they experience they should learn to take as 
a discipline, ^ «xi0ci fiotfccy ; to submit themselves 
to be taught to see and love the world, and the 
things and people in the world, not as they are 
in themselves, but as they are in God.'* 

What had I to say against this? But my 
heart shivered — but indeed I never thought of 
arguing with him. . Not for fear of exciting him, 
for be was so easy and quiet about all he thought, 
that nothing ever could excite him. But belief 
like his lies deeper than argument, and it was 
no use. . . . His belief was the result of his 
life, and of the cold stem method in which he 
had trained himself. . . . The little bit about 
his Seither, in one of his letters, was the one 
only symptom of a human heart I could find 
in him. Had mature life been given him, he 
nnghc have come to <hink differently. I cannot 
tell. He might ; but I do not think so. Passions 






150 THS SnRIT*S TRIALS. 

€oce enfombed do not grow agaiD, and Edwaid^s 
fiuth wu peculiarly, and almost neoeaaarily, what 
a mind arritea at which has neither passion nor 
prqudioes. 



The month passed on, the weather continued 
beautiful, erery day gaining in warmth, and 
length, and beauty. The sun rose up each 
morning out of the sea, and drove his coursers 
through the cloudless sky to linger longer ere 
he went down to his repose. ... He was erer 
waxing as Edward waned, and the strong firo 
fed upon the heart of the expiring feeble one. . 
Each day we saw too clearly he was going and 
going. The oil of his life-lamp was wasted, 
and his feeble frame was now but the poor 
desolately wasted wick just languidly smoulder- 
ing in its socket. ... At one moment but the 
spectre of a flame glimmering on the edge of 
night, then with a fresh effort flashing up again, and 
then sinking once more^ each new burst weaker 
and ever weaker. . . . Flicker unsteadily as did 
the body's light however, his mind* like his eye, 
grew ever brighter, and th» steady flame burnt 
more btensely tranquil. Emma and I hardly 
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ever left him. Yet sitting by her as I d&l, day 
after day, I never grew to know her any better. 
Quietly she sat on there, happy to he there, 
and seemingly wanting nothing more. If he spoke 
she seemed, whether she understood it or not* 
to drink each word as if it was a revelation ; but 
she seldom said anything herself. What passed 
if I was away I cannot tell. ... I sometimes . 
caught the low murmuring of her voice as I 
came into the room ; but what she might have 
to say to him, she might well shrink from 
betraying to a stranger'^s ear. . • . To me she 
said but little, and that little almost mechani- 
cally. Every faculty was absorbed in Edward, 
and I thought it best to let her alone. One 
knows 80 little of the workings of a mind like 
hers, that one speaks at random when one tries 
to interest, and words the most kindly intended 
may be daggers. • . . She read to him if I was 
away, but never before me; for Fowler liked 
listening, and I suppose I could get through it 
more intelligibly. But at times he would want 
rest, and sink back upon his pillows, gasing out 
on the bright, the beautiful sea; and then I 
have seen her work drop upon her knees, and 
her clear blue eyes full set upon him with an 
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expretrion so strange and anearthly» that I felt 
awed, and shrunk into myself; thoughts un- 
worthy alike of her and me^ wouM at times 
intrude, and I have tried to drire my eyes into 
her heart and read what was written there ; but 
always I had to feel the same as Edward had 
described on his first intenriew with her, and 
hang my head ashamed. My nature to sit in 
judgment upon hers 1 1 

But at all times both she and Edward affected 
me unpleasantly. 1 couM so little understand 
her, that she fairly frightened me as a creature 
of another world would. And Edward, beautiful 
as it all seemed, was in a state of mind so unlike 
what I had always considered Christian, that, 
little as e?en to myself I could find to answer 
to what he would say, I £uicied his composure 
unnatural, and as if be had no right to it. So 
that there were times when I felt driren into 
myself and scared and chilled by them, and it 
has been like waking from a night-mare^ when 
little Jemmy would come running in with his 
little sweet beauty of naturalness. 

Om UmA of Mtam wukm tlMwboto world Ua; 

then I shouM see Emma look like a true 
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earthly mother, and a tear glistening in Edward^s 
eye which I knew sprung from the same human 
fountain as my own. 

He brought us flowers e?ery day. One morn- 
ing he came flying in out of breath with hurry 
and exultation, with a wild dogrose, and a slip 
of briar, a sheltered nook in Anstts core had 
warmed and nursed into prematurely blooming. 

** Here uncle, I have got it ; weVe watched it 
every day, and it came out so slowly, and Nan 
said I should never be able to give it you, because 
youM be gone away first. Ah, uncle, you are not 
going,*' he said with a sly look, ^just yet; you 
can't go for a long time; you can't go till you get 
well I remember when I had a cold, when I 
tumbled into the water. I was in bed, I couldn't 
go out, O, not, not, for I don^t know how 
long; and you can't, uncle. Oh ! I'm so glad 
you're ill ! 

**But, uncle, for shame, you told a fib the 
other day; you said you were coming back next 
spring, and Nan says you are never coming back 
at all; and if I am ever to see you again, I must 
go where you are going. Uncle, take me with 
you now ? Why can't I go now ?• 

^ No^ Jemmy, you will come, I hope, bye and 
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bye, but not now. What would mamma say if I 
took you away with me now ?^ 

* Oh ! but mammy II come too, won*t you, 
dear mammy? you'd always be bappjr with uncle 
Ned ; and Nan too^ well all* go, Nan says it's 
aueh a beautiful plaoe."* 

** Yes, Jemmy, it is a beautiful place. But you 
cannot come there just yet ; you must stay here, 
and grow to be a man first, a great big man, and 
mammy 11 stay and take care of you, and make 
you a good man too." 

** But, unde. Nan says people do go^ when 
they are no bigger than me ; and directly we get 
there we are made into beautiful angels, with 
bright beautiful wings, like the birds. Oh, do 
let us go^ and then we'll fly about up in the air ; 
in the blue air, uncle Ned, up, up, up, and neyer 
come near this dark nasty room any more. 

" Uncle Ned, do the little angels grow to be 
big angels up there?*' 

*<Yes, Jemmy, when they grow wise they 
grow big.'* 

Oh ! 1 see, yes, — ^you told me the other day 
I must grow wise, when I grow big. But, uncle 
Ned, bow can getting wise make them grow ?** 

** Wisdom is what they feed upon, Jemmy." 
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*<Wbat do they eat wisdom? What, U it 
like ? Is it in boolcs ?** 

** No^ Jemmy, they don*t have books up there. 
It is in Grod. The angels lire with God, you 
know, in heaven.** 

<« But they don't eat God ?" 

*<Why, not exactly. That privilege is re- 
served," he smd, turning to me, ** for the children 
of earth.** But the child's questions were getting 
perplexing. 

** The angels, you know, Jemmy, are a sort of 
ghosts, and their eating is not regular eating, but 
a sort of ghost of eating.** 

Of all things in the world^it is the most difficult 
to know how to answer children. Their small 
minds, when they wake seem to see the un- 
answerable question first, just as the first thinp 
their eyes see is the sky. One cannot say one 
does not know, for they cannot understand what 
not knowing means. One may not dare to tell 
them what is false, yet when our own idea is so 
small, how to convey even a part of that, with* 
out it being tied to any positive falsehood, is a 
problem that puzzles our wisest. Generally, 
however, the best loophole is some monstrous 
nonsense like this of Edward's. Jemmy was just 
satisfied with his ghostly idea. 
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I dreaded, and yet I wished to bare some 
more direct conversation on bis religious belief 
with Fowler ; to hear him say one word which 
wonM assure me^ and save me from my 
painful misgivings. Allen and I talked it over : 
we could give each other little comfort, as 
Edward uniformly avoided any specific reference 
to the subject with him ; we agreed that taking 
occasion of the coming Passion*week| we would 
give the conversation a definite direction, and 
leave it to him to speak if be would. 

An opportunity soon came. Newman^s name 
was mentioned ; one of us bad seen a snarling 
piece of sarcasm in a newspaper about him. 

** Yes,** Edward said, 'Met them boot on ; they 
have driven out their Coriolanus, and these are 
their triumph shrieks. Let them see to it be 
does not come again in power ; and no Virginia 
and Volumnia to beg him back again.*' 

**It is an apt comparison/' I answered. ** Power 
has been his aim» and himself has been bis God, 
from the first to the last" 

** May my tongue be blistered then for giving 
it you,** he said. *<0h Arthur, if you bad 
known him as I knew him T' Fowler's foce was 
flushed, and hia voice shook as he spokd. It was 
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years since I had seen htm soaffected. • • ^ You 
know my story,** he went on, ^ but I nerer told 
you in my dark hour I went to Newman. I was 
with him some hours, laying bare the secrets of 
my soul to him, and he left me with a feeling for 
him I never had for man. He pressed my hand 
in his, and dropped tears upon it, — ^yes, tears. 
Yes Arthur, your idolater of self, he told me my 
sins, and he wept for me. Throw away your 
cant about him; he was the truest and best 
friend the Church of England held at the hands 
of Proyidence, and she has spumed him from 
her, and set the seal on her own hollowness.** 

** Fowler, this from you? Do you believe 
him right ?" 

^ Right, yes. He would have been right all, 
if you bad not been all mad. • • • Any man who 
believes in God with all his heart, and does his 
duty to man with all his might, has right,— and 
right in a quite other sense than you seem to 
dream of. He may express his faith in what 
form he will, I revere him as a man. — ^The 
Church of England indeed, to dare anathema* 
tize him for want of orthodoxy. ... To be sure 
she is lenient enough on the other side. All her 
members have to guard against is, believing too 
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mudi. Tbejr my bdiere u Utde u they 
pleise. 

** But, Fowler» there are certain thbgs we are 
taught are neceaaary." 

'^Yesi'* he interrupted, **I know what you 
would aay. Theae certain things, I understand to 
be belief in God, and belief in duty. Whoerer has 
this fiuth in him clearly is in no danger, I 
beliefe, of exclusion from hearen ; at least in the 
present time, and in the existing state of know- 
ledge. Whaterer ia beyond this, is unessential 
either way. The test of orthodoxy is how it 
affects our conduct Experience shows uni- 
formly, or so uniformly that it may be taken for 
a law, that whoerer denies the being of a God, 
and the difference between right and wrong, 
leads a life disgracefid to him as a human 
being. I cannot find that the number of articles 
you introduce after these produce any corre- 
sponding effect upon character, or that the 
Sodnian leads a less rirtuous life than the 
Anglo-Catholic. I do not say that to surrender 
any point of faith one haa been brought up in, 
plenary inspiration of the Bible for instance — is 
not prima facie an objection against a man of 
an unhealthy state of mind, b him, and that 
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it is not found very often accompanied by a 
vicious life. But the ricious life is not the con- 
sequence of the wrong belief it is more likely the 
cause of it. When unbelief and vice go together^ 
it is not a partial, but a total unbelief; it may be 
only partially expressed, but the attack upon the 
Bible would really be only meant as a means 
not of getting truth, but getUng rid of all obliga- 
tion of all kinds. Our entire system of moral 
and religious belief is so popularly bound up 
together, that men think if they can make a 
breach in a single point, the entire fiibric falls. 
To rid themselves of the inspiration of the 
Bible, is to rid themselves of God and duty. 
That is what they really disbelieve, and what 
really injures them. ... If you can show the 
8ame or nearly the same amount of evidence, 
that when a man believes this article in addition 
to the other two, he is in virtue of this a better 
man than the equally serious person who cannot 
extend his faith beyond these, and your point is 
proved, at least to me. But you cannot ; and 
till you can, I must be allowed to extend my 
charity, and love, and honour, and learn of 
Newman, as I love, and honour, and learn of ^ 
Carlyle.'' 
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You are certainly an admirer that Newman 
would be very proud of, Edward ; with bis creed 
be is likely to approTo of yours, do you not 
think 80?** 

** I cannot help, and be cannot help bis ex- 
dusiTcness. It is part of the Catholic idea. I 
may lore him without expecting him to return 
it . . . But there are some fires which will 
bum out if they are let alone, and are only kept 
in blase by Mowing at them. What was the use 
of shrieking at him as you all did T* 

^ Would you have bad us let him be then, and 
look tamely on while half the University, and 
half England were going blindfold, into what it 
cost Europe fire million lives to free herself of? 
Surely we should be very basely betraying our 
high trust if we had not* 

* I think you hardly know exactly yet what it 
has been these five million lives have freed 
Europe frtmi. But if you suppose it lies with 
any one man, or with all the frenzied efforts of 
the whole race of man to put back the great 
dock of time, and to undo the work of centuries, 
I pity your faith. Catholicism stood for one idea 
then ; but its teeth are drawn, and it is some- 
thing quite other than what it waSi It cannot 
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bum, and racky and imprUon any more,— you may 
thank the common aenae of the world for it. 
Let it alone. . . . Let it say out what it baa to 
say. What is true in it will live, and blend 
with the eternal laws of the doTelopement of 
mankind, and the lie will as surely perish. • • • 
Do you not see that you are feeding the fire 
by your outcries, and exalting what would have 
passed away as the eccentricity of genius into areal 
enemy in martyrdom for truth: genius always has 
its eccentricities; and for a system which cannot 
work without ostracising such men as Arnold or 
Newman, the sooner we are rid of it the better. 
. • . Wielaud says, Luther delayed the birth 
of the real religion which will be the faith of the 
manhood of the human race for centuries, by in- 
troducing popular clamour to influence what 
should hare been left to the thinkers. And this 
wretched enemy of all that is bright, and noble^ 
and chivalrous; this water bucket, this misera- 
ble negative Anglican-Protestantism is playing 
the same foolish part over again with none of 
old Martinis heroic daring to qualify it . . But 
it is weighed in the balance, and found wanting. 
Its kingdom is divided, and thank God its days 
are numbered." 



PMNHMinpHOTlim 



les 



THS mRiyS TRIALS. 



* ForgiTe me, Arthur, if I bare pained you,*' 
be Slid ;*« I did not seek this. . Jt is better left 
to be written, and be read in books, wben no 
bitterness and ill-ieeling ean rise from it to 
pmson trotb, and poison friendship; we hare 
none of OS oatgrown attaching Uame to ojHnions, 
and thinking worse of one another when we 
csnnol agrse. • • • Few people can argue with- 
out being ezdted, and irritation, not conviction, 
is its only frvit • . • Let us leare this, it is 
very painfuL'* 



It was a late Easter. Passion-week had gone 
by, and for the last few days, as if he had felt the 
spell of the awful season, the sun had reiled his 
free behind a heavy mass of cloud. A chilly 
east wind had folded up the opening flowers, 
and sent the young leaves shrinking back into 
the bud, and the dull yellow waves broke 
wearily and wearily along the shore. . . . The 
streets were hushed into an ascetic solemnity. 
The warmest foce had fofgot to smile; the wind 
bore death upon its wings^ and many a po(V suf- 
ferer who had lingered through the'sunshine of 
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the sprinj^ was cut adrift in this week of 

mourning. 

Twice I passed the churchyard, and twice the 
same sad death pageant was waiting there to 
meet me; a hearse and a single mourning coach, 
with the same pale attendants standing shirer- 
ing by» half forgetting, from the cold air and 
colder custom, the dully home to which they 
had borne one they perhaps had known and 
dreamt they lored in life^ and where bye-and- 
bye, they would have to be borne along like 

him. It was Saturday evening ; Dr. 

had been with us, and bad taken leave of Ed- 
ward with more emotion than was usual with him. 
As he went out of the door, he called me after 
him, to tell me we had better watch that night 
by him, as perhaps he might never see another 
morning. ... He had not told Edward himself, 
but I felt I ought, and I did. He bore to hear 
it £ar better than I to speak it A light pres- 
sure of my hand, and a thank God was all the 
emotion he showed, and he lay back and folded his 
fingers together on his breast, as if he meant to 
lay there to wait hb end. But it was only to 
think over what he had to do. ** My last sacra- 
ment — I hoped it should have been Easter 

M 2 
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moniiiig ! N<h better now, better now. . • • 
Tbatebouklbeibr the saintfl, not for one likenie»'' 
be muttered to bimseli Then be turned to me. 
* Go tell Allen to oome; Allen must ^ye me the 
sacnment* . . I went to look for bim : be was 
out. It was balf an bour before I came back 
witb bim. As we entered tbe room, something I 
saw had been passmg between him and Emma. 
What it was I never heard. If she ever spoke of 
it, it was to ber husband. She was kneeling by 
bis-bed side, and clasping Edward's long thin 
hand, which was wet with her tears. I heard 
him say, ** Emma, remember. It was wrong, it was 
really, it might baye been a fearful peril. . . . 
Ah ! they are come now for the lasf Allen had 
been surprised at Edward's wish. He thought, 
we both thought, perhaps we ought to ask him 
why, in what sense be wished it But there was 
no time to ask questions such as that Why ask, 
when perhaps be had no strength to answer? and 
when let his answer be what it would, we could 
not dream of refosbg bim. Why press our 
poor misgivings on a soul so for above ours, to 
intensely pesoefol ? He had asked, was not that 
enough ? Emma did not rise^ but she turned 
ber foce to ber husband, and ber features spoke 
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more softly and sweedy to him than I had ever 
aeen before. Sbe took bb band; be knelt 
between ber and Edward. We bad prepared 
ererytbbg tbmt was wanted before we came in, 
and be began tbe aer? ioe. I fell back bebind 
them. Edward spoke once, and only once, 
through it alL At the worda, <* Ye thatdo truly 
and earnestly repent,* I beard him whisper, 
'< Yes, I repent To repent is to leave living to 
oneself and to try to live to God. Yes, I re- 
pent^ And then be folded bis bands together 
again on bis breast» and AUen^s fingers gave the 
bread into hb mouth, and held the cup against 
his bloodless lips. . • • He neither spoke nor 
moYed again Ull Allen's blessing fell upon him, 
and then he broke into an Amen, so sad, so 
earnest, so musically sweet, I could have thought 
it had been the voice of an angel sealing the 
words of the priest 

'< And now let me go to my God with one good 
act to offer at his knees. Emma — Allen— give 
me your bands.^ He laid them together, and 
clasped them in his own. ** Emma,* be sidd, 
*' if your heart has ever lingered upon me with 
a thought which should have been his — if my 
form has ever lain as a shadow between you 
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two» and remembranoe of me hat shed one tear 
of bitterneM bto the cap of happiness you two 
shook! drink through life together^ take this last 
soeneaway withyouas all theplaea hereafter I shall 
hold in your memory, and my blessing and my 
prayers^ to dash out this dark drop for erer; may 
the true bve your hearts henceforth shall pour 
into each other, plead between me and my many 
sins before the throne of the Almighty. Lo^e 
him, Emma, lore him with as warm or warmer 
bve than ever you felt for me. He desenres it 
fSur better than L Good*bye, God bless you. 
The mercy which chose me to restore to you 
your child, twine the thoilght of me into a cord 
to bind you more close together. May you 
see your children's children, and peace upon 
your house r 

His Yoice grew firmer as he ended. He 
had drawn our strength from us into himself 

— >we were all in tears 

Emma fell into her husband's arms, and as 
Allen bung over her and kissed her» Edward 
smiled with a look of happiness so intense, that 
if such thought as was in him then might abide 
within him for erer, he wouM be blessed indeed. 
• • . . ** Yesb it is accepted,** he said, *itisao» 
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cepted — my work is done. O God, I thank 
thee thou bast preserved me for this ! 

•<Now, Arthur, I have something to say yovu 
Take these keys, they belong to my writing- 
desk; you will find there a number of papers 
and essays which contun the main of what I 
have thought in the last few years of my life. 
They are almost all on the subject of which 
we have spoken together, and about which what 
I had to say seemed so much to disturb you. 
They are what they are^ but I believe they 
express, however badly, much which the course 
of the world is tending towards, and if it lives 
long enough, will by-and-bye confess. Whether 
they have truth in them, God knows. He 
knows how I have laboured for truth, that 
I have earnestly and single-mindedly sought 
and struggled for that only ; but our thoughts 
are so much governed by our history, that 
opinions blow on character as necessarily and 
as variously as the various flowers on their 
stems. Take them and read them ; my thoughts 
are such as belong to me as a man. You know 
from first to last what I have been ; you will be 
able to know something of the character for 
good and evil of what you will find in them, with 
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my life a eommentarj. For those two, they are 
at peace. I bare done one good thing in life at 
least Bring me the desk, please.** 

I brought it and opened it It was lull of 
papers lying all in confusion. I was taking them 
out • . • **NeTer mind these now,** he said; 
^ there is one at the bottom by itself^ give me 
that" ... I looked, and found a few sheets of 
paper, written out with more care than Edward 
commonly bestowed on his composidons. They 
were tied together with a strip of black ribbon, 
and a title on them. *'Jean Paul's peace in death." 
• • • '* Do you know Jean Paul, Arthur ? He 
wrote it for a time like this, and I translated it 
some time back for myself. Read it to me, will 
you ? I am very happy now — happier than I 
thought I might be, for God has let me go with- 
out blinding me with suffering. But read it 
.... I cannot talk to you any more. I have 
no more to do. It will keep the heart up in all 
of us.'' 

I took it and read: 

^And now the warm fountuns of healing 
were bathing the languid earth, and streaming 
down from the trees upon the grass ; the storm 
was fut passbj^ the thunder had rolled away to 



wm 




the &r off mountum, ukI the flHbei came no 
longer like hot fierce glaiau of wrath, bat 
glanced nuldlj aerosa the akyt like the light 
streaka in tean of joy. Tlw ntk man panted 
upwarda with bia finger, *Bdiold,' be nod, 
* the goodneaa of Ood. Now, mj ion, mj loul 
it fainting, feed me—lwing it food— bring it 
8[Hrit food But do not apeak to me of rapent- 
ings now .... I itand before my God in 
righteousneeB .... Speak aa jon ipoke in 
your ^ng lermon : tdl me of the Almighty 
and Hii worka, and tbe riduiMi of Hia lore.* 
The youDg man's eye swam in tearB. ' Hia Re- 
eollecdoDiI* He bad designed them for his own 
dying, and he must bring them to bia fother's. 
... He told him what they were. ' Make 
baat^ my son, make baste !' was the only an- 
swer. With shaking Toice Godfrey began to 
speak, and burning tears streamed down tbe 
cheek of the betrothed maiden ; she must have 
been thinking of two deatb-beds, the Other's 
and the son's. 

- Remember, in the hour of darkness, that 
the splendours of the Universe once swelled in 
thy breasl, and thou hast known the grandeur 
of thy being. In tbe star«>wa heaven at ni^it, 
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thoa bast beheld one-half of the Infinite, and 
by day the other. Think away this phantom of 
room and roo( and the earth binding and crush- 
ing thee, and orer thee as orer their central 
point the oniferses are bending ; worlds above 
tbecy and around thee, and beneath thee, rolling 
on upon their course, and all the suns floating 
abont their coounon centre, whose shadow is on 
thee — away along the eternities, through the 
all seen ! Here in this void dreary place> thou 
knowest not what thou art The void is only 
between the worlds, not round the world 

«• Remember in the hour of darkness, of the 
burning time when thou hast prayed to God, 
and thy soul has throbbed with the highest 
thought permitted to the finite, the thought of 
Him who is the Infinite. 

** The old man clasped his hands in prayer. 
Godfrey went on. 

^ Hast thou not known, hast thou not ftU 
\ that Being whose infinity standeth not alone in 

power, and wisdom, and eternity ; >but in bve 

and in righteousness? Canst thou forget the 

day when the blue heaven of day and the blue 

: heaven of night raised their eyelids before thee, 

\ ' and thou knowest them from the blue orbs out 

of wUdi God was softly looking upon thee ? 
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** Hast thou not felt the knre of the Infinite 
One, when it has shed itself down upon its mir- 
ror, in loving hearts of men ; ay too^ and in 
hearts of beasts, as the sun pours its bright 
day beams, not on the moon alone to light our 
night, but on the stars of morning and of even- 
ings and on every wandering orb, the fertbest 
distant from the earth. Remember in the hour 
of darkness, how, in the spring days of thy life, 
the grave hillocks seemed to thee as the distant 
mountain peaks of another world, — how when 
life was in its fulness thou oouldst know the 
greatness, the worthiness of death. The snow* 
capped hillocks of the grave warm into new 
life the frozen prisoners of age and decay. As 
the sailor knows no long transition-time from 
cold to warm, but passes at once from a cold, 
ice-bouud ocean, to lands all beaming with the 
warm pure life of spring, so do we land — or 
Christ remained a corpse for ever, and only His 
earth-dust was immortal, — so do we land, our 
ship strikes once, and the voyage is over, out of 
winter into everlasting spring. Canst thou 
look fearfully on thy parting, when so many 
poor short-lived mortals fling themselves, whole ' 
nations of them^ in heaps, into the grave of war. 
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and sweqp like night moths into the flame; 
when heroie diampiont of the Fatherland ean bear 
yonng hearts and tender eye8» and hit un* 
wrinkled brows, b the path of the hissing ball, 
and the sharp steeL Think of the desolation 
of war in thy own death, which is but one, and 
fellow manfully the bng march of great nations, 
and great heroes to the halbwed grays. 

(•••It was far myself I meant this, &ther,* 
Godfrey broke in,) but the old roan quietly 
shook his head, and said, • Go on.* 

•• In the hour of darkness rejoice," he conti- 
nued, *• that thy life has its dwelling in the great 
life of the Infinite. The earth-dust of the globe 
is inspired by the breath of the great God. 
The world is brimming with life ; every leaf on 
every tree is a land of spirits and the All b in- 
haling and exhaUng. Each little life would 
freese and perish were it not warmed and sus- 
tttned, by a life round wrapping and enveloping 
it The sea of time glistens like the sea of 
waters with unnumbered beings of light ; and 
death, and resurrection, are but the flaming 
▼alleys and flaming mountains of the ever roll* 
ing ocean. There are no lifeless skeletooii 
what seems such are but other bodies. Yel, 
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but tor the uDirenal Being, whit wen aU* but 
one braad endleaa death ? We hang like moM 
upon the Alpi of oeture^ and inhale our bung 
among the cloudi that wr e a t he around their 
BummU. Man la aa the batterfly fluttering on 
CUmboraio, and high above the butterfl; aoan 
tbecoodor in hia pride; but mall and great 
alikot the giant and the child walk free in one 
garden ; and the insect of the luninier day can 
trace the long long line (rf hia fiirefiahen throng 
Btorm and foe to the bright pair that once 
played in the evening ran on the riven of Pkt^ 
dise. Nflver, O never forget thia thought which 
Ib now BO clear and bright before thee, that in 
the fierceat pains spirits ever know, the 'I' 
holds on, aa unscathed aa in their warmest plea- 
sures, yea, then grows dearest and most trium- 
phant, when the body ia breaking asunder in its 
agonieB. The soul of man, like the wandering 
tight of the moon, plays brightest in the wiklest 
Btorms. 

" Canst thou foi^^ in the hour of darkness, 
the great onea that have gone before thee ; and 
that thou art but following in tbur atepa ? Stay 
thytelf OD that glorious band of spirits who 
bdlt themselves mountains on which to atandi 
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and beheld the stonni of life not ibore them, 
but roUiDg iiir beneath. Call back to thy soul 
the majeatie oompany of wise men* and in- 
ipiied poetii who brought light and life to nation 
alternation. 

** * Speak of our Redeemer,* the fether said. 
Theaon wanton. 

* In the hours of darkness think of Jesus 
Christ, far He too knew them. Think on the 
soft moon of the Son of God beaming down on 
the night of humanity; let life and death.be 
alike holy to thee ; for He has hallowed both in 
sharing them with thee. His mild and lofty 
eye is now beholding thee, in this thy last cloud, 
and He will bring thee to His Father and 
thine.'' 

^ A alight peal of thunder rolled along the 
douds ; for a moment they parted open, and the 
evening sun slowly filled the room with fire. 

« Think, m the last hour, how the heart of 
man can kve ; think of the holy time when thou 
hast offined up thy tears, eyes, heart, when thou 
wouldst have thought it gain to surrender all, 
thysd^ thy happiness, to one bekved bebg. 
Remember— remember those blessed hours in 

which one heart was more to thee than a mil* 
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lion, and thy soul, a whole life long could find 
in other soul its food^ and light, and life ; the 
oak of a hundred years, rooted fiut in the same 
old place, and gathering new strength and 
beauty along a hundred springs. 

** * Do you mean me — ^me ?* said the fathen 

** < I was thinking of my mother/ Godfrey said. 
Justa burst into tears, her loyer^s highest happi- 
ness, in his last hour, would be in the remem- 
brance of hen The father thought of his lost 
one, and muttered slowly under his breath, 
* Meet again — ^meet agun.* 

^ Remember, in thy last hour,'* Godfrey con- 
tinued, ** Remember the days of thy youth, 
when life was before thee in its beauty and gran- 
deur, when thou couldst weep at the birth of 
spring, for very joy, — ^when thou couldst soar to 
heaven on the wings of prayer, and see God 
upon His throne, the first and the last, the ever- 
lasting heart of love. . . • Remember, remem- 
ber this, and dose thy eyes in peace. 

** At that instant, the storm cloud broke asun- 
der in two huge mountains of vapour, and be* 
tween them, as down a valley, the deep sun was 
gazing in beauty, beaming once more upon the 
«arth with a mother's eye. 
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*« * What a flash !* muttered the dying man, 
<** It is only the eremng sun, iather/ 
« ' Yesi jesy' he continued; < I shall see her 
again • • . • again • • • • and to-day/ — His 
thoughts were with her who had gone before 
him to her rest 

''Godfrey remembered what he had been that 
day composing in anti^pating the joy of an earthly 
meeting; but his feelings choked him, and he 
oould not go on. He might have drawn a beauti- 
ful scene ; he could have told how when those 
who bve meet again, after a long partings the 
best feelings they have erer known are born 
agun in a higher sphere, and as early friend* 
ships float in a life that is to come^ so glancing 
backward into what is gono from among the 
flowers of the future, wreathes them into one 
garland with the fruits of the past But how 
could Godfrey speak of the blessedness of meet- 
ings upon earth to one who was already gaiing 
mto the glories of the unearthly? 

^ There was a pause ; asudden motion in the 
bed; Godfrey started. 

^ I remember in the hour of darkness — I re- 
member, — ^yes, this— and this, — and this and 
death is beautiful, and my parting is in Christ' 




-».-. ouu uurning tones, « O thou 
ful God !• For the mock suns of li 
out within him for ever, and God, 
sun, stood alone before his soul *( 
raiwd himself in bu bed. and stre 

ann^and cried, .There, there, «e 
rainbow over the tanaet, I most foli 
•"w • • . . with it' 

"He fell hack and all was over 
due hung on the horiion-loweiw 
gone, and the last rays alantiog upwa 
the eastern sky with a giant rainbow 

^ '•*Hei8gone,'GodJwysdd;hisi 

'He IS gone from us to his God, in 

t*«>qu»l joy. Do not ay, Jmu.' 

tears he had only held back with si 

buwt m streams from his own eyes • 

Lt^ *^«'« »««»dB against hi 

«»«ek8. It grew dark, and the rain 

o»er the darkening eartb. 

• The two lovera left th« «!l«n# «»— 
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father who had pHMd away from Uw it 
eloud of life ID a glsam of iplMidour, to 
d^break t^ aootber morning." 

I ended. I turned to look at Edward. T 
beaulifiil worda were his paaring belL 
•jea bung wide, and fixed, and gluafi uxi 
featurea were stiffening into repose. 

*<Yei, yesi" be svd, " I loo shall— I shal 
dtem again. . . jea ; my Either. Death— fa 
Yttt it is morning — bright beautiful morn 
.... open .... let me see ... it is d 
.... coae to see me go. Push the cu: 
.... let me see the sea once more — the fa 
tifdl, beaatifiil sea." The lamp was pi 
under the rays of morning, which were atn 
ing between the shutters. I threw them fa 
and there lay the sweet bay before me, 
clear, half Tailing its glossy surface in wrc 
of amber^nted vapour. The east wind 
passed away, and left Nature in serene t 
quilli^, that beaTeo and earth might meet 
gather in joy for the gbrious Euter feat 
The nist bung out over the horiion in fold 
daasling beaut]*, painted pink by the raybrui 
morning. It seemed lying there aa appare 
ibo aiin to array himself in splendour as 
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^ Ha comas t — haoomas 1 — away Imostgo . • 
Open, open the mndows . . all, alll Godh bless- 
ing b in tba braath of the Eastar mormng.* 

His eyas were straiung on tbe east 

^See, seel he is comeT .... Tbe mist 
opened suddenly, and the great orb was haD|^ 
ing in crimson majesty on the water, which was 
glowing like melted gold. Fsr along along the 
surbce^ a thousand thousand wsTolets flashed 
triumph lit under the eye of their Lord. The 
Esster bells broke up out of the town with their 
glad welcoming peal, and every tree was joinbg 
in unison as the choral birds chaunted in with 
their unconsdous melodies. For one moment 
four human hearts were thrilling under the 
spell of that entrancing scene — tbe next, and 

one of them had ceased to beat for ever 

Yes, Edward was gone. The long clouded 
night of his earthly sojourn had past out into 
undying light, and his soul was gone in the 
sunrise to the day which shall never end. A 
smile still lingered on his lips; they were parted 
as if to speak, but the last words had melted 
into a sigh which had winged tbe spirit to its 
fulfilling and tbe shell was left silent in beautiful 
desoktion. 
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The betrse and the mounting ooadi stood 
oooe more at the gate of the churehyard; 
again a few solitary mourners watcbed by a 
graTO-sideb while tbe eartb fell sadly on a bro- 
tber^s last dwelling-place^ and bis memory 
began to fede out of life as bis body to resoWe 
into the dust Another week, and we were all 
gone. Allen's Toioe was beard no more in tbe 
chapel, and Jemmy was never seen again on the 
pier or on the downs. They could not stay in 
a place which were crowded with such reooUeo* 
tions ; they sought and found in a distant part 
of England a true home and a second day- 
spring of life ; and if tbe hearts of those abore 
are warmed by tbe happiness of those they love 
on earth, then surely Edward is not losing bis 
reward for the last good deed which was given 
him before his end. 

Mine was a more melancholy occupation, to 
fulfil bis last command to study through the his- 
tory of an unhappy mind, which started out of 
nothing, and found its way through philosophy to 
feith, — ^found its way to a feith, a feith he oould 
die in as be died ; but it were idle for me to try 
to deceive myself into thinking it was the feith 
popular at tbe present day. A profound belief 
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in Grod and in Ood*8 providence, lay at the very 
core of his soul ; but all beyond it seemed but 
shifting cloud, at a distance forming into temples 
and mountains, and skyey palacesi but seen 
close and examined, all fog and choking vapour* 
He appeared to believe and disbelieve alike 
every religion which had ever worked among 
any number of mankind from the beginning. 
Religions were all myths. In the region of the 
supernatural, you were fiur away from fBU^t, and 
the religious histories were the symbolic growths 
of an idea, marking a step in the progress of man- 
kind. ]^ow exactly he would apply his theories, 
how far he would extend them, how he could 
face the history of the world with such a clue to 
its interpretation, is not for me to say. . . • He 
has left his ideas but in germ, and elsewhere they 
are growing into form which may be seen. Till 
such time, let them rest. I had thought of pub- 
lishing some few of the more finished essays, if 
I could find any to which any degree of the 
word finished could be attached ; but after turn- 
ing and turning them over, 1 found it hopeless, 
and I thought it best to sow them where, if there 
be power of growth in them, they may come to 
fruit in after time ; where let them all for the 
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pnwnt hid* tbemtelfM, euwpt Umm two fng- 

uunU, Tbfl first Menu put of tn un- 

•ent lettsr to Mme odo who bad iwnoiutnted 
with him for vrUing m the ■* Lives of the 



** I thought you knew me too well to be sar* 
prised at my taking to the " Lives of the Suots," 
taking to anything that offered itself. You 
know I afliset to be a philoeopher who does not 
believe that truth ever abows herself completely 
in either of the rival armies that claim so 
loudly to be ber champions. She seems to me to 
lie like the tongue of the balance, only kept in 
the centre by the equipoise of contending 
forces, or raUier, if I may use a better illus- 
uatimi, like a boat in a canal, drawn forward by 
a rope from both sides, which appear aa if they 
would negative each other, and yet produce 
oolya uniform straightforward motion. I throw 
myself on this side or on that as I please^ with* 
out fear of injuring ber. The thought of the 
great world sweeps on its own great road, but it 
is its own road ; quite an independent one > . . 
not in the least resembling that which Catholic 
or ProlMtaat, Rouodboad or Cavalier, have 
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Rftnred out for it All you ban to core for U. 
that you make an acute aogle, not an obtuee 
one, with the line of ita course. . . . Fancy 
the French Revolution and modem Germany, 
the lawfully begotten children on the bodies of 
Martin Luther and the AWa persecutiona. 
Fancy Sir Robert Peel round the neck of Eng> 
land, as tight as the old man of the sea round 
Synbad, within ten yean of the Reform Bill. 
... I am not such an ass as to dnm any supe- 
rior wisdom for thinking in this way. Only a 
very weak person indeed thinks all the goodnesa 
and talent on bis side, and all the wickednesa 
and stupidity on every other. I suppose my 
mind is set to its way of looking at things as 
others are set toCatholicising, and others to Pro- 
testing. Of course I feel myself infinitely below 
the great men, (even in these days when great 
men are so little,) who represent the exclusive 
claims of the oppoutes. It is the water which 
is pent up into a narrow bed that has the force 
in it, not what spreads itself out in plaUtudes. 
The genius of the rival powers is nearer to man- 
kind and walks more grandly among them than 
the great arbitrator who stands so high up in the 
middle above their beads ; and. if I am bom 
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UDder bii rttr,' I miut be eootoit to be a looker 
on in tbe world's drama, not an actor. . . . But 
ibr these Uvea I certainly do wonder Newman 
■bould have asked me to help him with them. 
Newman, with bis profound knowledge of 
human oaUirei and who had so lately given me 

a proof bow well he knew me 

Within two months of this, I might naturally be 
surprised to be asked by him to write Lives of 
Saints. ... It was imposiible I could really 
fool towards them as he did, or believe the 
stories 1 was to have the relation ot Yet sim- 
ply to sympathize with his view, and with an 
effort for a particular purpose, to throw myself 
into his way of looking at things, though it might 
not interfere with what I was to produce as a 
compoiition, be at least would think the most 
flangerous trifling, and the result of a complete 
moral disorganiiatioD. Of course I do not 
think so, but be wouM. . . . Perhaps be fan- 
cied it was an employment which would do me 
good. . . ■ But he must have known that in my 
state of mind, even if J did in theory believe that 
that kind of sancti^ was the real thing one was 
to live to arrive at, I oould not heartily lympa- 
thixe with them as yet, and it was a moat dan* 
10 
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gerous piece of proceediDg to start with, to 
sttme and to pretend so much of it 

* You will say this holds equally of all our 
young dergymen, or at least of fiur the greater 
part of them. I know it does, and few things 
sicken me more than to hear fellows spiritualiz- 
ing away in the pulpit, and prating of hearen 
and hell and every holy mystery, whose single 
preparation has been a course of port wine and 
fomicaUon.'' 

The other is very different ; it has the ap- 
I^earance of having been written off hastily, un- 
der the feeling of the moment directly after what 
it relates. 

" Febniwy, 1844. 

*4 have had a fearful nightmare this afternoon 
in Magdalen ChapeL I went to the evening 
service. I was too late to be taken into the 
choir, and I had to remain in the ante-chapel. . 
. . At the best times one is little more than 
Bpectator there : it is very hard to join in the ser- 
vice. But this evening — it was not a dream, 
for I was broad awake, — it was not a thought, 
for I tried to shake it off and I could not . . . 
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I was under a spell. Oat of the dark ante- 
chapel I was gasing up into the brilliantly 
lighted dioir, up long rows of white choristers 
and sorplioed priestSi past fcntastic forms carred 
quaintly out of the old black oak. ... By the 
light of two pant tapers which hung before it» I 
oould see in the for back-ground the beautiful 
while altar, and dim above it, as behind a veil, 
looking down, the awful features of the Sariour 
stooping under Hb Cross. The organ swelled 
up the chapel and echoed down again upon me. 
The sweet voices of the choristers answered 
each other along the walls, and down along the 
fretted roof. Inside all was so beauUfuI; all 
seemed an outpouring from the dirinest depths 
of purest derotion ; all there were God*s own 
chosen ones. . . . Outside, where I was, all was 
dull, and dark, and dreary. The west window 
frowned abore me irith the awfiil judgment day 
stained in upon its surface. The moon wu 
setting behind it I could see the outline of 
the dreadful figures sweeping off with their 
writhing victims into a huge abyss, which was 
yawning for them, down the jaws of a monstrous 
serpent fiend. On the pavement, ranged round 
the walls, or lounging up and down, were those 
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whO| like me^ were epectators of a eoene they ^ 

did not wish for a nearer share in; looae, idle 
diletl|nte wonriuppers of the beandfiil, drawn 
there by lore of sweet sounds, and womm with 
that upon thdr forehead which seems to say a 
lore less pure than that had brought them to a . 
scene so holy. ... I leant against a {Hilar; the 
scene hung before me like a living pictore; . 
hut where I was passed away firom me, and I 
fanded I was in the other world. Inside the 
chapel was HeaTon, where the angels were 
hymning their pnuses before the throne of God, 
and I, alas, was not among them. . . I had come 
too late, and all that was given to me was to be 
a gazer upon the splendour of a scene from which 
I was to be an outcast for ever. My dwelling 
was under the scowl of judgment, and my ever- 
lasting companions the scomer, the voluptuous, 
and the fool. Alas for me, they were happier 
than I. They could taste no higher pleasure ; 
they could listen to the eternal melodies of the ( 

angels* harps, and their base souls could yet 
find their pleasure from the fiir-off sounds and 
visions of the serene beauty of Heaven. They 
had sought no more, and what they sought they 
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bad feoiid. ... I alas bad come to aeek the 
besly bat bad oome too late. I was doubly 
eant. I fidt I migbt iall back and be as they, 
but that I would not do. ... I longed still for 
the better and still could see it ; I loathed the 
outcasts 1 was thrown among, but my portion 
was with them — the portion I had earned for 
myself; and the crystal gate of Paradise was 
barred against me for erer. 

^ I heard a roice say, such b the penalty of 
those who seek Heaven their own way, and not 
by the way of the sanctuary ; they shall see the 
glories they crave, but they shall be taken 
with their pride, and their eternal inheritance 
is with the evil. I thought I bowed my head 
and answered : * Thy will, O Lord, be done ! 
I must dwell with them, but I will not be of 
them. I will turn still to Thee, and desire 
Thee, if I may not find Thee.' The vision 
past I heard the priest^s last blessing thrill 
around the heads of the fovoured ones ; a brief 
pause, and the organ broke into a long sweet 
voluntary, and underneath the music, two and 
two, the white worshippers past slowly out 
amofig the pro&ne. But when they cams 
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■iBoagiutbeybacanwofiu. Tlw]r mingled in 
tlM crowd* ud became like the crowd. CHom 
by BM one ■uiidiced figure whispered under a 
deep ovariwnging bonnet, I enugfattbewoidt^ 
Ihtf were u Meignstion.'' 
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CHAPIT.R I. 

I HAD often been haunted by Hooker's defini- 
tion of time, as ^ the measure of the motion of 
the heavens.** If time depends on the move- 
ments of the great bodies in space, as they go 
time goes, at a rate parallel to theirs, or rather 
at the same rate ; as the hand of a clock would 
go which was set to mark exactly the swings of 
the pendulum ; so that it would seem, that if 
from the interposition of some unknown cause, 
the planets were to double their velocity* the 
earth fulfilled its orbit twice as rapidly as it does 
DOW, and every other body equally accelerated 
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its speed; time must al8<H following their 
bidding go twice ae fast too. ... If they went 
•lower^ time must go slower, if they stood still, 
time would draw rein and wait also till they 
moved again. If a general bouleyersement of 
the system of the universe were to take place, 
and they moved the other way, time would roll 
backwards along with them, and unfold the coil 
of all the incidents it has brought with it 

Then I came to remember that as we mea- 
sured time, and indeed all things, not according 
to the real order of nature as it is in itself for 
of that we know nothing, but according to the 
order in which phenomena present themselves 
to our senses ; so if it were possible in such a 
way to dispose things on our planet, as that the 
visible system should only seem to reverse its 
movement, the sun to rise in the west and set in 
the east, and evening and morning exchange 
their order and position, time and all it had 
brought with it would ebb like a tide. 

Let a railroad be run round the earth's girdle^ 
(there is nothing absurd in such a supposition, 
a Mngle line would be suflScient, and the equi- 
noctial is ready made to the hand,) and set 
" a carriage running on it in the same dirsctioo 
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with that of the earth*8 motion and with double 
the velocity, exactly the reyerae order of the 
phenomena would in fact be brought about. . . . 
From to-day we should pass into yesterday, from 
yesterday into the day before; month before 
month, and year before year, the earth would 
uncoil its life, and with it all the lives of all her 
children with all their doings, liates, and for- 
tunes. 

It appeared to me so certain it would be so, 
that I used to make it a matter of serious>pecu- 
latioD, and try and see what would be the effect 
produced on the mind by looking at death at the 
wrong end, and the prospect of passing out into 
eternity through the gate of infancy instead of 
old age. . • . If ** that we are** impliesi that we 
shall be, it implies of course equally that we 
have been. It is only the change of names, 
the past becomes the future, and the future the 
past Eternities lie each side of life, and we 
are equally ignorant of both. Forward and 
backward are but modes in which we express 
our relation to ourselves and things, and there is 
nothing more unlikely in such a change in fact 
taking place, or more unnatural in the character 
of it, than in the tide of a great river turning to 
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ebb again when we bave seen it for bilf 
flowing continuouBly one way. ... I say 
is nothing a priori impossible, or even im 
ble in such a change some time or other 
place in the order of nature; philosopt 
perhaps it is the readiest way in whiob i 
concave the ultimate passing away of th 
verse ; still less is there anything unlil 
some of its effects being brought about ■ 
ally in the way 1 have suggested. 

I have mentioned the fact of this speci 
of mine, because it may help to account f 
incident I am going to tell. ... 1 call i 
dent, because it was a thing which befell i 
do not mean to say it befell me exlemall 
it befell me iotemally — a phenomenon of 
which may or may not admit of natural ex 
tion. 

Perhaps my speculations had so ditpOM 
particles of my body, that of themselves, 
the control of my volition was taken ofl 
presented it to me in the form of a pictui 
so, it is valuable as a fact of science, for i 
methodical, and so would prove that the 
clea of body have ■ power of harmooioui 
duction. . . . Out this is a point I lea 
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the psychologist. AU I know about the matter 
is, thataseries of inddenta were presoDted to my 
Dotioe; not in a dream, because I was awake^ — 
not produced by an act of will, because if so, I 
could have controlled tbem, wbidi I found 
I could not Not forced upon my mind because 
I could turn away from them, and sereral dmes 
did so by a Tory simple process; not shutting 
my eyes^ but opening them, and pouring in 
another set of objects on my mind, just as an 
ordinary window pane^ if you look directly at it, 
transmits the objects to you, wludi are beyond 
it; but you may so dispose yourself that it shall 
serve as a mirror, and show you yourself, and 
the room which is behind it. 

and I were travelling on the west 

coast of Ireland; we were about a good deal 
among the people, and I either from careless- 
ness or bad fortune found myself one day con- 
fined to my bed with all the symptoms of 
incipient small-pox. At the end of a week I 
was in high fever ; sleep, heartless friend that it 
is, forsaking us at our greatest difficuldes^ had 
taken leave of me from the commencement of 
nay illness, and seven long weary nights and 
dsys I had lain sulkily tossin^^ and as long as I 
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wai itroDg enough grumbliDg grandly. In vain 
I ooonted tboosinds upon thousands, solemnly 
humnung above my breath, and courting silence 
by monotony of sound ; it was all to no purpose. 
The eighth night, as the long July eyening 
doeed in at last, I thought myself particu- 
larly ill used. I had been twice bled in the 
day, and my body was weak and exhausted. 
The control on the nenres was taken oti, and 
my imagination began to revel in its emancipa- 
tioo, and daade me with a thousand brilliant 
images. • • • If I could only go to sleep» what 
dreams might I not have ? for once in my life, 
real poefs dreams, and to be so disgustingly 
cheated of them ! My ^feeling of disappoint- 
ment howerer did not last very long. I found 
that although I could not go to sleep, imagina- 
tion was for once disposed to be polite, and was 
going to stay up with me and entertun me. • . . 
I suppose it was a kind of delirium, but it was 
only half delirium, for the whole night I was 
conscious: I could at any time collect myself, 
open my eyes, look about at the objects in the 
room, and reflect on what I had been seeing. • . 
On the other hand, I had no power at all (or I 
dkl not foel that I had) over the images that 
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presented themselves to me. It was all as really 
and truly external, and independent of my power 
of willing, as the ordinary inddents of orderly 
daylight life. 

In the early part of the night I found I had 
a sort of Aladdin's lamp, and was waited on by 
troops of the most charmingly obedient geniu 
In the wretched place in which I was, I had 
been able to get nothing in the way of food 
which did not nauseate me. Virions of fruits had 
been tantalizing me; had I had a birthright, 
I should have been as pro&neas Esau, and sold 
it for a bunch of grapes. Now with my genii, 
how I would indulge myself I no sooner had 
I wished, than the markets of Covent Garden 
had poured their treasures at my bed-side. I 
was in the act of stretching out my hand to seize 
an exquisite peach that lay blushing like a young 
bride for the touch of my lips, when a light blue 
flame began to play and flicker round it, and 
made me start like Faust at the witches' draught; 
but my genii allayed my alarm, with telling me 
their fire never hurt any one who was not to 
belong to them. . . . That was pleasant, and 
emboldened me to take liberties. I had long 
heen troubled with various lurking scepticisms ; 
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there wee certainly no danger, and now was the 
time to get them satiafied. 

Oor books, I said to one of them, inform us 
that yon gentlemen are not an independent 
fraternity; yuu have, they say, a certain superior 
to whom you all owe allegiance, and if all 
accounts be true^ a person of no small power 
and capability, and playing a considerable 
figure under the rose in the history of this 
world of ours. . . • Now I want to know first, 
whether there is such a person ? 

'« Oh, certainly 1/ 

•< Might I see him ?* 

^ He will have the greatest pleasure in waiting 
upon you.** 

And he came. A great curtain was stretched 
across the room, and on the suriaoe of it, like a 
figure in a phantasmagoria, was hung the image 
I had summoned. What it was I cannot tell ; 
it has passed away like the dream of Nebuchad- 
nessar, and I remember nothing but my disap- 
pointment It was a meagre anatomy ; I could 
ha?e made a fiv braver one myself. I begged 
for more light I remember, for a clearer vision 
of him ; but this &ct was the remarkable one 
about him^ that the more I had the light multi* 
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plied the feebler became the shadow, and at last, 
as I went on increasing and increasing it 
seemed to melt away from off the canvass, «Dd 
the white rays fell off unstiuned and unbroken. 

But whatever the master was, my genii were 
splendid. Nothing seemed too great for them, 
all power was in their hands, and for the time 
they were slaves to me. What should I do 
next ? All the world before me, and nothing but 
to take my pleasure in it^ and find employment 
for them. 

The great dead heroes came up out of their 
graves for me to look at ; stately cities, temples, 
palaces rose at my bidding, and the splendours of 
infernal art were lavished on their decoraUon ; 
and still my genii were at my elbow crying for 
work, work. Like a boy with a holiday I was 
trying to make the most of my time, and wasting 
it in thinking how best I should use it, and the 
spirits were impatient only of idleness, and left 
me no rest with their crying. Unless I could 
make an effort, I felt it would turn into a vulgar 
nightmare, and I was thinking in despair of 
Merlin's remedy and the ropes of sand, when 
nty old speculation flashed across me. I was un« 
willing to be driven to Merlin's plan ; it was 
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such Utter wastes and besides it was not 
original, so I turned with a proud Yoice to 
them, proud of my own devemess ; and I said, 
*' Go, reverse the order of the unmrsei and make 
time flow backwards. ... In a moment they 
were gone! The next, and I found myself 
among my friends in the common life of common 
days; there it was all the same, yet all so 
altered, for all was going back. There I saw 
my own fiunily, my father, mother, brothers, 
sisters; there was my second ** me^ there we all 
were^ altogether as usual, and all living upside 
down. Yesterday, with all yesterday had brought, 
came up one thing before another, and then 
the night, and then the day before; and the 
wonderful part about it was, that to the people 
themselves, and to the other ^ m^ I sawjamong 
them, there seemed to be nothing out of the 
way in it all, it was a perfect matter of course. 
The scene where I first found myself was my 
own house, a short time before my illness ; Init 
I soon discovered I was outside» and indepen- 
dent of it alL I could transport myself at willt 
up and down, backwards and forwards, along 
the time river, and see any one I pleased at any 
period of hia p rogre ss or retrogression, irith 
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fonn the conttitution of the soul, and the necef 
titiet of the Dmne Nature. • • . But what 
■track me most, was the very comical idea they 
all hadt that they were quite at liberty to do or 
not do, that they were perfectly free agenta with 
uncontrolled Yolition, when they were not only 
going along a course ao rigidly 'determined, 
uncoilinj^ and uncoiling ererythinj^ so exactly 
as it had been; but it was their very own 
footsteps they were treading back along^ and 
they could not see it At first it perplexed me 
to make out why they did not recollect ; but I 
remembered bow hard it is to repeat the most 
ftmiliar sentence backwards, and how utterly 
unlike itself it looks, and sounds if spoken so^ 
or written so. Only now and then a sound will 
strike which seems fiuniliar ; why, or how, one 
cannot tell, and so it was with them in their 
lives. Now and then a flash of conviction, that 
a word or an action or a scene was iamiliar to 
them, gleamed into their minds; but strange 
thmgs followed dose, and effiMmi the momentary 
image; the due was but glimpsed to be lost 
again, and the wiser of them put away sudi 
trifles as beneath the notice of the serious 
mind. 
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Oat of aQ of tfacB I sded a nngle 
i ifwf, pgrfaapa^ neariy the most 
; hot k has the aerit of bong the 
lcte» ^rttii^ one of the genii ar- 
it far aM, and obliged me to see it 
and thmogfa the dose of it himself 
me, not letting me, as my own taste 
suggested, fly cS from an unfinished 
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experimenty to the fresher fragrance of novelty. 
It was the last, and I remember it the best, and 
it has the further adrantage of being the easiest 
to tell from the way in whicn he showed it me.. 
I suppose he wished it to make an impression, 
for although he did not interfere with the back- 
ward order of the scenes, he reinrerted each 
separately fmr me^ and I read them straight off 
in natural order, just as in the translation of a 
Hebrew book, when the European version stands 
on the opposite psge to the original, the Semitic 
order and arrangement of pages is presenred^ 
and the beginning is at the end, while the words 
and lines and verses are reversed, and we read 
down eadi page our way without difScuIty. 
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the owls flew m and out The tall arched 
windows were lit with spectral light, as if from 
spectral tapers; one might have thought the 
spirits of the old dead monks were busy there 
fulfilling the night senrices and night worship 
the unworthy living had forgotten. I stood 
below the great tower, where high up hung the 
deep-Toiced symbol and chronicler of time; 
slowly, surely, steadily crept on the spectral 
finger its allotted path, pointing as it went to 
the numbers on the dial-plate, like the hand on 
the wall of the Royal Feasters^ Banquet Hall. 
Ever as each half hour rolled off into eter- 
nity, out rung its awful death knell; and £ir 
above gUstened the warning cock the remem- 
brancer of prayer ; so far, far up it seemed from 
earth, as if inlaid into the sky. 

The great ocean lay stretching away where 
no eye could follow, from under the hill, still as 
I had never seen it. The moon and all the 
stars lay then each with its single image dear 
and unbroken, as if on a polished sheet of steel. 
I could have fimded I was on the edge of the 
world, and looking down mto another sky. So 
awfully still it wa% there was not a voices there 
was not a sound, save when an old owl was 
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scornfully wooing bis nustress with his sad 
serenadings, and one fiuHiffnightingalo whisper- 
ing its sweet good night So stiU it wa% that 
although I knew well there was som^hing to 
be enacted therob which I was brought to int* 
ness, the ndse of a fit>ot(aU made my cheek as 
pale as die pale earth; it seemed to splash into 
the sdllness like a atone into glassy water. It 
came on and on orer the path towards the 
church yard atile; hea^y, yet quickly, as the 
steps of a tired traveller within sight of Us 
journey's end, and mustering his expiring 
energies for all the effort he wanted more. It 
came on, it came in, and under the shadow of 
the black yew-tree a woman passed up among 
the graves. For a few moments she stood still 
as if uncertain which way to turn : perhaps slic 
was fainting, for she clutched a tombstone con- 
vulsively, and only so just saved herself from 
sinking to the ground. Presently she collected 
herself again, and staggered past me into a 
comer of the churchyard, where two graves lay 
apart from the rest close side by side; and 
then it seemed she had reached her end, for 
she flung herself down upon the grave and lay 
there motionless. 
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I followed her, for I felt I was charmed 
against right or hearing, and sate down too 
OQ the for end of the mound oppomte her. Her 
tattered shoes had not senred to cover her feet, 
which were wounded and bleeding ; her dress 
was torn and soiled, and her long dark hair, 
which flowed out unoonfined from under her 
bonnet, was all die shading which hid her neck 
from the moon. The haggard profile lying up 
in the light on that mournful pillow, showed 
deep fierce lines of famine, and the twenty 
summers she might have numbered must hare 
senred her to drain out the dregs of the cup of 
bitterness of life. So thin she was, the grass 
seemed scarcely to bend under her weight I 
could almost fimcy I saw it through her. 

Between the two grares, crossing at their 
bead and joining them, was a single stone, the 
humble monument of those who slept below it. 
A Hie Jaceit with the names Lieutenant Gray 
and his wife Ellen, was the unpretending in- 
scription, with one Terse below out of the 
Bible: 

*^ Now they sleep in the dust: Thou sbalt 
seek them in the morning and they shall 
not be.** 
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The husband bad been dead eight years ; the 
wife bad gcme to prepare his place twelve years 
before him« 

And the woman that lay thercy what was 
she T The living monument of those two ! the 
poor forlorn one oome there to them for shelter I 
Was this all that was left to her of home? She 
had fiunted where she lay. Oh I would that 
she bad never woke again ! But she did wake. 
A shorti short space of life remained for her 
for one more miserable deed before she sank 
again into the trance out of which is no waking. 
She turned slowly, and with languid pain raised 
her head. What hideous tale was written on 
those ghastly features ! 

** Ob God,*' she said, ^ and I am alive still. 
And there is no other way.** 

She caught the gravestone in her long thin 
fingers, and strained her eyes upon the words 
that lay written there, as if to be sure that it 
was indeed real, and was not all a frightful 
dream. . . . And there lay the two names all 
cold and passionless, and froze her gaze till it 
was stony as themselves. 

** Oh mother, mother, father ! are you here ? 
here? And will you not speak to me? Tell 
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m^ lell me I may come to you. ... Do you 
hate me? Speak! Oh, they will drire me 
from them too. I am a degraded outcast, and 
I may not lay beside diem in their grave. Oh, 
no^ they do not hear I They deep in the dust. 
I shall seek them and they shall not be. • • • 
No^ no; they can, they can. They hear me, 
tliej do hear me, and they hate me.^ 

She put her hand to her head. 

^ I am mad,* she said. *< Oh, no^ not mad, 
woukl I were I It b all true ; there it is, yes, 
there is oM home.*' I followed her eyes — across 
a little Talley towards the sea stood a white 
cottage in a small group of trees, glittering in 
the moon, and beyond a tall mast with a yard 
and cordage, marking the station of the coast* 
guard. • . • *< Old home — all there ; all, all the 
ssme. Why it it the same ? or why am I not 
the same T • . • There is the old porch and the 
old room, and there is my little window. There 
is a candle burning there on the ledge where I 
used to put it when I said my prayers before I 
went to bed. • • . Who put it there now ? Is 
she saying her prayers ? * 

Her eyes hung glased upon the house; sud- 
denly she drew herself up and strained herself 
upon her knees. 
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^ Oh, Father Aknighty, hear me. Father of 
those who hare none else. In misery and 
wretchedness I cry to Thee to let me die. 
Punish m^ if it must be, — and I am not pu- 
nished ? — but not here. Why am I to drag about 
with me thb loathsome life ; to be scorned and 
hated, and trod upon, and to hate myself worst 
of all? There is no hell worse than this; for 
here it is all hate. But God is just, and they 
told me once God was merciful. Is there no 
place in all the uniYorse where He can hide 
me? There no mercy here. . • • God is not 
here; I will go to Grod. Oh, Father, if the 
prayers of one UIlo me can reach to Thee ; if 
there is any mercy in heaven for a wretched 
castaway, oh, kill me, or give me a sign that I 
may come/* 

A shooting star flashed across the horizon, 
streaking the dark sky- vault with a trail of fire, 
and a startled sea-bird's scream was heard dying 
away over the water. At the same moment 
the church dock pealed midnight, marking the 
death of the day, and the candle in the cottage 
window was exUnguished. 

** He hears me^ He hears me I*' she cried. '* I 
n^Ay go."" ... I saw the iatal phial in her 
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haDdy and spning forward to snalch it from her; 
but my grasp was lighter than the lightest 
breath of summer air. Another moment and it 
was gone. • • ^ Father» mother, I come, — He 
says I may come^ He says iti Yon will take 
your child to you*** 

She fell across the graves. Her head sunk 
I»Uowed abore her sleeinng fiuher without a 
struggiei The right arm drooped heafily 
round the end of the mound, and the slackened 
limbs stretdied down along the hollow between 
the graTcs. It was all orer, and die moon 
shone on as dear and calm, and no star Tailed 
its light The warm body grew stiff and cold 
as the blood thickened in the veins, and the 
boU owls flitted round it as it lay and hooted 
on in sdemn mockery. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Thet were busy next eveniDg at the printing 
bouse at Exeter. • • Tbe types were setting 
for the weekly paper, click clicking into tbe iron 
frames, off which were to roll the great electric 
conductors of modem enlightenment The thick 
flat reams of paper were lying damp to the 
hand of the journeyman. The columns were 
all full, all but one staring blank which had 
been left open for an advertisement, which had 
not yet arrived. The patience of the super- 
intendent ebbed with the minutes. Our own 
intelligencer must draw again upon his maga- 
zine for some laughter-moving or harrowing 
incident But our own intelligencer, alas ! re- 
sponds but dully to the call. He had over- 
strained bis inventive faculties already that day 
in the creating of facts, and he had turned them 
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out prematorely to refresh themaelTes over rum 
and water ; so that now, when put into harness 
again, he could no more move than a tired 
horse put away for the night led out unex- 
pectedly to a bsavy carriage, and a mountain 
road. 

It wu hoped that, with pen and paper, his 
hand might more mechanically to its work, but 
it was found capable only of an Irish outrage ; 
and on that bank the newspaper had already 
orerdrawn its account The superintendent 
was banging doubtingly between the last Pick- 
wick and the least threadbare of his derotional 
sentiments, when a young clerk who was loung- 
ing smoking in the compositors* room, and bad 
volunteered his senrioes in blowing snuff up the 
intelligencer's nostrils, now offered to supply 
his place for him. He cocked his hat on one 
side, dropped upon the stool, and dipped bis 
pen into the ink* Now, what shall it be ? some 
young lord pitching into the police, eh 1 or a 

spice of scandal? The Reverend , whose 

name we forbear to mention, out of respect to 
bis sacred office. ... Or what d^ye say to 
something touching and romantic ? I was down 
at Exmottth to-day at the RoyaL They were 
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sitting up-Btain on a girl they'd found in the 
cburcliyard in the morning. Poison, so they 
say; took it herself little fooL You and I» 
Jack» would hare taught her hotter, if she*d 
oome to us.** 

^ Aye, thatU do» Ned ; anything so youVe 
quick about it,— trim up.** 

«< Well then, here goes.** 
. Touching and romantic—'* No, hang it, that 
won't do either; we mustn't make it inter- 
esting.** Vice and suicide. — * Aye, that's right- 
Vice and suicide. — ^This morning an inquest 
was held at the Royal Arms, Exmouth^ on the 
body of a young woman — 

^ Female, Ned, female ; woman don*t sound 
respectable.* 

** Well, on the body of a young female, who 
was recognised by several of the inhabitants as 
Catherine Gray, and from her appearance must 
have been lately given to abandoned habits. 
(That's moral, eh. Jack 7) She left Exmouth, 
it will be remembered, a year since with a 
gentleman, (whose name, out of deference to his 
honoured and respected relatives, we think it 
best to conceal,) under circumstances betraying 
peculiar ingratitude; and it was for some time 
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a subject of great ahurm to the friends of the 
gentlemaiiy that she might have been privately 
married to him. From this fear, however, they 
were happily soon relieved, as he was recovered 
from his abandoned companion, and she had not 
since been beard of. A person answering the 
description of deceased had been seen the day 
before in the neighbourhood in a state of ex- 
treme destitution, and this morning she was 
found in the churchyard quite dead. It appears 
the unhappy creature must have retained some 
spark of better feeling, as the spot where she 
was found lying was the burial-place of her 
fisther. Dr. Wilson examined the body, and gave 
it as his opinion that death had been occasioned 
by poison. A bottle contiuning remains of such 
deleterious substance was found at her side, and 
it was too plain she had met her end by her 
own bands. There being no evidence to the 
contrary, and from the general appearance of 
the deceased, the jury returned a verdict almost 
immediately of temporary insanity. A slight 
difficulty was raised by one of the jurors, on the 
ground that the spot she had diosen argued the 
presence of reason ; but as it could not amount 
to eertamty, be withdrew his objection. Our 
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ezotUent oorooeri whose taste and feeling is so 
well known, eompUmented the jury highly on 
the discernment they hsd shown in their ver- 
dict: and after giving it as his opinion that no 
person in proper possession of their {acuities 
could be gvdlty of the daring and desperate act 
of the unhappy person before them, concluded 
by an eloquent address on the nuserable eflSBCts 
of the indulgence of unlawful passionSi and 
trusted that all young persons in the nmgh- 
bourhood would take warning from the dreadful 
example before them, how they listened to ^ the 
soft whisper of deceiving love * when offisred 
them in any but honourable fashion. 

^ There, I think I have been and done it ; 
give us another cigar. Jack." 

•" Who was the fellow, Ned?" 

** Why that cursed scamp young Carpenter. 
I hope the poor girPs ghost won*t plague me 
for laying it off on her so.** 

'* I am doubting about that bit at the end, 
Ned— the other part's capital ; but I'm afraid 
the lines about the deceiving love won't do for 
us. Sir John won't like it . . Of course the 
fellow is a scoundrel, and the undo not much 
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better for that matter; but it don't do to say 
However, perbape it may go as it is."* 



And 80 ended the earthly sufferings of a 
human souL Unheeded by any mortal man 
more. Unwept by any eye save, perhaps, God*8 
angds. And that wretched reoord is all the 
world ever knew of a tale so mournful that if a 
poet hsd been found to mould it mto munc 
generation after generation would have wept 
unnumbered tears to wash out their sister's 
wrongs firom the records of the earth. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Back rolled the great wheels of time ; whiz* 
zing by me so Gut, the objects all melted into 
haze. Glimpses I saw of lamplit streets and glit- 
tering rooms, and men and women, and I caught 
shrieks of frantic revelry. Once there seemed 
to be a pause, and before me was a gaudy 
saloon, in the middle of which a young woman 
was clinging passionately to the knees of a 
roan ; the man was rudely trying to spurn her 
from him, while another woman in paint and 
feathers, and rustling in splendid silks, had her 
hand twisted into the hair of the first, and was 
tearing her away from the man ; and I thought I 
saw in that unhappy one some traces of the figure 
and the features of her I had seen the end of 
in the churchyard. But the scene swept away 
again, and the saloon faded away, and incident 
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after incideDt whirled by me like a train at full 
apeed when yoa meet iu till I found myself on 
the platform of the Railway Station at Pad- 
dington. 

An elderly well-dreMed woman alighted from 
a carriage followed hy one whom I knew now 
for Catherine^ my Catherine^ the same Cathe- 
rine; but oh, how different! The same full 
meltbg ey^ the same long raren bur, but 
health sat smiling on her cheek ; her rounded 
elegant form moved lightly on the bounding 
step, and though then too a line of sad thought 
there was across her forehead, yet' there was 
light buoyant hope there also^ and her eye 
was gleaming with some eager expectation. 

** Mow, where will you go» my dear ?" I 
heard the elder lady say to her; ^I hare a 
carriage waiting here and I can take you where 
you please.** 

** Oh, take me to him,** Catherine said ; ** my 
husband, of course. . • You say you know him — 
you know where I shall find him ?** 

Her companion smiled. ^ You hardly know 
how young men live in London,* she said. 
** You say he is not expecting you ? You' may 
not find him.** 
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**Let me go— »let me try,* she answered 
eagerly. 

** Oh, certainly, dear ; you can go if you like. 
I do not think it wiae ; but hb chambers lie in 
my way, and I will drop you there.* 

The rapid crowd edged them into the lady*8 
rehide, and they were gone. 

*< How can I ever thank you, madam?* 
Catherine said. ^ So kind — so rery kind, and 
to an entire stranger.** 

** Henry Carpenter^s wife is no stranger to 
me, my dear. I am only too glad I fell in with 
you. I shall give it him properly when I see 
him, to leave such a pretty creature about in 
this way. What on earth could have become of 
you, turned out in such a place as this by 
yourself? ** 

The carriage to which they were consigned 
rattled on and on, street after street ; at last it 
stopped at a door in a handsome street, where 
the lady said Mr. Carpenter^s chambers were. 
They knocked ; the door was opened. It 
seemed the servant must have met before the 
older lady, as glances of some kind of under* 
standing certainly passed between them. 

** Is Mr. Carpenter at home 7 '^ 
7 
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** No, madam ; out of town, — ^raturna to- 
morrow * 

* My dear, I think your best plan would be 
to come with me. I can nerer leave you here 
atone. You will meet no one but my riater, 
and I will take care of you till he comes back. 
Indeed,** she said playfully, * he doesn't deeenre 
that I should tot him hare you at all after 
treadng yon in thb way." 

Why should Catherine not go ? so good, and 
ao kind a person, and Henry^s friend too. Would 
not he be better pleased, was he not sure to be 
better pleased, to find her in such good hands ? 
And yet there was something a sometliing she 
would not, perhaps could not explain to herself 
that made her wish to stay where she was, and 
wait her husband^s coming in her husband's 
chambers. 

Wtiat can the elder lady know of the arrange- 
ments in a lodging-house ? What control has 
she over them that the senrant's eyes wander to 
her face to learn what to answer 7 

Mr: Carpenter*a rooma aro locked, he has 
the key with him. Thero aro no other rooms 
in the house disengaged, he replied at last 

^ You see there is no help for it, Mrs. Car- 
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penter,** ber eompanion began, again laughing. 
** Come with me, you must, the Sates say so. 
May, if you talk in that way,^ (Catherine was 
still hesitating at the open carriage door, and 
muttering firint apologies about inoouTeni- 
ences and intrusion,) '*I shall be quite angry 
with you." 

With a show of unaccountable misgiving for 
which she bitterly reproached herself as so un- 
grateful, she resumed her seat in the carriage, 
and in a few minutes they stopped before a 
large showyJooking house in the comer of 
Soho Square* On a brass-plate on the door 
glittered the names of the Misses Arthur. 

The rap rap of the coachman was answered 
by a slovenly bold-looking servant girl. . • And 
the two ladies passed into the hall. . • • The 
girl's air and look was so uupromising, that the 
lady made a sort of apology. 

^ Our establishment is not large, you see, 
Mrs. Carpenter. The house is far beyond 
our two or three servants, and it is impossible 
for them to keep themselves very tidy. Open 
the drawing-room door, Harriet, and let my 
sister know we are come. We ! what was Ca- 
therine expected then ? 

Q 
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Tbe two ladies turned into the room. Mo 
one in tbe home but tbe Miss Arthurs' two 
senrants ? Surely there is hughter, and many 
▼oices too— What is it ? Only a door slamming, 
and the wind upon tbe staircase ? It did not 
sound like that. 

The room too was an unpleasant room. It 
was one of those rooms that are kept for oo* 
casions ; and being so seldom lived in, looked 
coldly on the occasional intruder. The walls 
were hung round with pictures ; but if beautieSt 
they were the beauties of an Eastern harem. 
You could not tell what they were like for the 
reil of yellow they were buried behind. There 
was fine furniture certainly but it did not lie 
about easily. The place seemed conscious of 
its finery, like a shop-boy on a Sunday in bis 
young master*s clothes. The dirty housemaid 
threw the blinds up and got a fire into the grate, 
and departed to search of the lad/s sister. As 
she turned at the door, she darted one gbmce 
on the unconscious girl; a glance so cold and 
derilisb, it might have been caught from the 
bee% of tbe fiends that sat watching Eve 
under tbe treot 
Miss Arthur joined them in a few moments ; 
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in person large, bony, and resolute looking, &r 
loss attroetive in appearance than her sister, 
several years older, and a flash apon her cheek, 
which might have passed for joy at the return 
of her sister, and the introduction of her finend^s 
wife under her roo^ if it had not stayed too 
long and been so uniform. • • • Miss Caroline 
Arthur introduced Catherine, and explained 
briefly the drcumstances under which she had 
met her. The usual questions were asked and 
answered, and Catherine was presently let 
escape to her room. The elder lady had eyed 
her, she thought, rather impertinently, but she 
had played the part of a plain spoken, honest 
woman, whose vulgarity might be only old- 
fashioned bluntness; and as soon as the poor 
girl could breathe freely, and think over freely 
the whole of the circumstances, she repented of 
her foolish misgivings, and congratulated her- 
self on baring faHeu into kind and hospitable 
hax)ds. 

But we must not leave the sisters in the 
drawing room. 

" She'll do. Car., this one," said the old lady ; 
'^but who the deuce is she-^Carpenter's wife?*' 

^ She says so." 

q2 
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** What, our young fellow T* 

^ Yes, but she't not mtiried to him for all 
that; there is no ring on her finger, and 
Carpenter's wife wouldn^t be left to travel up to 
London bj herself in that way, lookbg for 
him.** 

The old lady whistled. ** So sly and so inno- 
cent looking: we must watch her; shell be 
playing her own game^ if we don*t look out* 

** No, you're wrong there. No fear, she is soft 
enough. She's not married, but she knows she 
ought to be, and she has no idea yet, the pretty 
darling, she is not going to be.^ 

* Ah ! I see — weak, weak • . • and you think 
she will not liko the oxcbango we'll provide for 
her. Ilat hat that's all tlic hotter. Your 
whincrs and whimperers for my money. One's 
used to that, and knows how to manage it . . . 
But your sharp 6nes, curse *em, that know how 
much one and one make, they leave us old ones 
in the lurch. I curse *em, but I like 'em 
too^ the dears; they're like what you and I 
were. Car. I should like to have seen the old 
woman that could have made her game out of 
us. Well, talent is talentt and therms the end 
of if 
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*<Aim1 Lord William offers two handred 
pounds you sud, if it's quite fresh. That *U 
do. Is he combg here to night V* 

** No^ to-morrow.** 

** I think I'll go then and see Carpenter in 
the morning, and find out if he'll bid, or if he 
means to do anythmg. We shaVt keep her in 
very well through to-morrow, without making her 
suspect, unless I can speak to lum. She wanted 
to go straight to him. I toM her I would show 
her where he lived, and we stopped, as we 
came along, at the Branch. . . . The fool at the 
door add he would be there to-morrow, instead 
of swearing he didn*t know when. IIo missed 
my sign, so sho will bo off thcro in the morning, 
and wo sha'n't kcop her from finding out. . • Til 
go to him; I think I know him pretty well. He 
has left her^ and he won^t take to her again. I 
will make him write her a bit of a note that shall 
settle the matter. She'll go wild and do what we 
please . • • Get the women out of the way; you 
had better go with them yourself, I think. She 
heard their cursed laughing as she came in, and 
she won't believe it's the wmd if she hears it 
again. •• 

** They are o% Car., by now. I sent *em off 
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beCnre I eaina down. PMty dean, bleM them t 
• . • I lore tbom like my own daogbten. Yei| 
111 go with ttionii and will drink our new young 
friendV betkh, and speedy arrifal among ua." 
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CHAPTER V. 

Mr. Henry Carpenter wm aitting in his 
Temple chambers breakfiBLSting next morning, in 
his arm-chair and dressing-gown. He was 
languidly sipping his chocolate, and dawdling 
over the pages of Paul de Kock, when his 
servant opened his door, and persuming on a 
general order to admit all women at all hours, 
ushered in Miss Caroline Arthur. 

<< Well, mother damnable^ what do you want ? 
got anything new ?** 

^So good a friend as Mr. Carpenter has 
always the earliest notice of our arrivals* We 
have.'' 

<^Tbe more shame for you, you old witch. 
Poor thing I she must be in high favour with the 
devil, whoever she is, to have been put into your 
hands.** 
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Mr. Ctrpenter was very moral in bis etii- 
mate of other people. It was bis saTing clause 
that he was to get to heaven by. 

'* Well, I don't know, Mr. Carpenter ; yon 
gentlemen are so kind as to patroniie us,— -our 
trade would not be good for much else. We do 
the thing respectably enough, and it^s the de- 
mand that makes the trade. Nothing low ever 
comes to our house, and if we didn*t do it, some- 
body ebe would. We are rery kind to our young 
ladies, and if it does not last very long, it is 
merry enough while it does.** 

** Yes, kind, precious kind, as the butcher to 
the calf he fats tw the shambles, only it is the 
living bodies you trade upon, not the dead 
meat Where do they go when their year is 
outr 

The old woman shrugged her shoulders. 
" Way of the world, sir. Good example again. 
Nobody is much better. You keep your people 
to work for you as long as they are any use to 
you, and when they can do no more you turn 
them 0% don't you ? Every body does. Make 
what we can out of one another, that's the way 
with everything. . • . Eat one another if you 
like it, like the beasts do. I don't see much 
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difference; some ways of eating are thought 
respectable, and others are not, but it is only a 
question of names. You law gentlemen, for 
instance^ you get &t on the rins, as they are 
called, of your fellow creatures ; the more they 
sin, the merrier it is with you. And I don't see 
either, that we are any worse than your rich 
gentlemen from the country, that spunge the 
poor creatures under them, till they can spunge 
no more, and then come and spend it up here 
in their carriages, and horses, and fine houses^ 
learing just enough at home to keep the work 
going, as you put just coal enough on the fire 
to make the kettle boiL 

** If our girls are sharp, they can do rery well. 
Coronets have been made out of our house. 
If they ain't, why they take their chance. We put 
them in the way, if they can't go along it, it^s 
their fault, not ours. • • . However, most times 
we are only the firiends of the friendless. You 
good gentlemen pick the fiowers, and when you 
have had as much of the sweet as you want, you 
fling them away in the road : we only pick them 
up and put them in water.* 

Mr. Carpenter did not seem quite easy, for 
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be twore at the womaDy and told her to go. He 
did not want anything. 

''This time, for instance, there is no harm 
done," — she went on without shewing any inten* 
tion of moving^—'* work all ready cut out. Came' 
up from Clifton yesterday,-HDet her in the 
train." 

From Clifton ? The name seemed to startle 
him. He looked up, and caught Miss Caroline's 
eye glaring at him with deTilish intelligence. 

** Come, Mr. Carpenter, old friends like you 
and I shouldn't be frdling out, we may want 
each other again, more than once. You began to 
be so moral, I stretched you a bit to punish 
you, — but it is as well to hare it out I fell in 
with your girl you left at Clifton yesterday. She 
was on her way up here, poor little thing, to 
see after her husband. I found she had no 
idea where to look for you, so I took compassion 
on her, and we hare got her at home.** 

The law student turned pale, red, and pale 
again. His hand shook. He writhed in his 
chair. His eyes fell ashamed before the woman 
he had but a moment ago been reriling for her 
wickedness. 
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^ Comei come sir! it is no use to makeafuss 
about it DOW ; the thing is done» — ^you did it. 
There is nothing so ridiculous as doing a thing, 
and then being ashamed of it. You did what 
you had quite a right to do, if you could of 
course. What, you a man, and fooled by old wivea* 
fables ! • . • The girl was pretty, and you were 
in luck. Leave the thing to me. I will sare 
you all trouble, only you must tell me a thing or 
two first Who is she r* 

The old woman's mocking tone strung his 
pride up. If one frail fibre of pure feeling did 
vibrate for a few moments through him, be could 
not show such weakness before her. 

Why, she was a sort of nursery governess, he 
said, at my uncle's, down at Exmouth. '* My 
aunt treated her worse than the housemiud, and 
the poor thing was so pretty, I thought I could~ 
Dot do better than make up for the sins of my 
family by being kind to her. It ended as such 
things often do end. There were faults on both 
sides, I was too forward, she was too yielding. • 
. . I went off to stay at Clifton, and, like a fool, 
left her my direction. My aunt found out what 
had happened^ and of course turned her out of 
doors. She came up to me, and I had not the 
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beait to say DO to ber, when she begged to be 
taken in ; so she stayed with me for a month, 
till I began to get rather tired of the thing. I 
was doubting what I had best do, when one 
morning came a letter from my ancle. Curious» 
I have it here in my desk — listen T 



''My db ar Hbnrt,— Lady Carpenter and 
I have leamtt with extreme sorrow^ that the 
unworthy creature whom we found it necessary 
to dismiss from Bdroont, has found an asylum 
under your roof. Indeed we bare been told 
that you are privately married to her. We will 
not beliere until we are forced that any member 
of our family can have disgraced the name he 
bears by such an act as this ; but there is no 
doubt that she is with you, and if my wishes 
have any influence, and if you yourself hare 
a wish to continue to be regarded as my heir, 
you will let me know, by return of postt that 
your oonneaion with her is at an end, for erer.^ 

" Your aflbctionate uncle, 
John CARPsirm.'' 



*<What could I do^ you see? I couldn't 
aflTord to turn my back on ten thousand a year. 
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It is not creditable dther, living with a mistress, 
and marriage was out of the question ; it was 
ridiculous enough in her to follow me at alL 
Why the deuce couldn^t she have got a place at 
a milliner's in Exeter? A thousand things she 
might have done. WelU I paid the lodgings as 
for three weeks, and left her with what money I 
had, and came up here. Something I thought 
would be sure to turn up for her — things always 
do, or nearly always. What possessed her to 
follow me here?** 

** And is this all f* uid the old woman stea^ 
dily. 

'* Yes, pretty well all/' he answered. 

** Sho said something about a marriage. But 
you are not married ?*' 

** I should hope not,^' he said. 

** Was there a pretended marriage ?** 

'* How dare you suspect me of dishonour?*' 

** Then there was a promise ?^ 

Carpenter blushed. He tried to force out 
one indignant denial ; but his tongue hung fire, 
and he was silent 

'*0h! It is nothing, you know,^ the old 
woman said in a tone of encouragement; *<a 
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matter of ooune merdy ; one always does say so 
under the circumstances. It means nothing, 
every body knows that ; only one likes to know 
exactly what the (acts were.** 

** Well, yes then,** he answered, *< there was 
something of the kind I dare say. But how 
could she be such a fool as to believe it?' 

<« Now I know it all, then,** she said. •'Well, 
then, here is what I came to say to you. I will 
undertake to save you all further trouble about 
the girl. She shall be in good hands, and well 
provided for. In return for which you must be 
so good as to write a note which I will dictate 
to you.** 

** You dictate to me ? How dare you T* 

•* Oh I I only mean it for your own good. If 
you do not like it, I will go home, and let her 
have your direction.** 

For a moment he seemed to hesitate. ' What, 
is there one feeling of remorse or mercy linger- 
ing in that ice-walled heart? **I will write 
myself,** he said ; ^ I cannot see her, but I can 
advite her, and I can help her.** 

'* That will hardly answer my purpose,** she 
replied. *<Yoa will pardon me. I have had 
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▼ictory. ** Give me the pen,^ he sakL ^ Now 
whmt tm I to write?** 

''Mt oBARBtT Cathbrinb, — I regret ex- 
ceedingly you Bhoiild have taken a step 80 
unadrieed in following me. If you bad remained 
at Clifton, a few days would have brought you a 
letter, which would have saved you the expense 
and danger, and would have suggested to you 
some line of conduct, which might in the end 
lead to your good. I am sorry I must tell you, 
I can never see you again. I have received a 
positive command from my uncle, who is my 
guardian and second father, not to do so, and 
I need not tell you how sacred are the commands 
of a parent What is past cannot now be 
helped, but it may be repented of. Let me 
entreat you, dear Catherin^, to follow my ex- 
ample, and let our future good conduct atone as 
fiur as it may for our nns. I grieve too, that my 
uncle's orders forbid me to assist you further 
than by my adrice. But it is my greatest com- 
fort to know that you are in the hands of my 
truly excellent friends, the Miss Arthurs. They, 
Catherine, are truly good ; they will think for 
you, and decide for you. I have explained to 
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Miss CSaroline Arthur the history of your con- 
nectioii widi me, and she has promised to take 
care of you, and see you well proYided for. Her 
feelings as a woman prevent herfrom taking the 
same riew of my duty as I do myself, and I fear 
I suffer in her esteem, but my conscience assures 
me I am rigfa^ and I am happy in believing the 
regard she once felt for me is transferred to 
one whom I have unhappily been a means of 
injuring. Let me beseech you to place implicit 
confidence in her; and believe me ever, dear 

^ Your affectionate friend, 

"Henry Carpenter.*' 

^ And you dare to thiuk I am going to write 
that?*' 

*• Oh !" the lady answered, ** it is merely pro- 
fessional If you do not like me for a counsel, 
you had better send for some other advice. 

^And I am to call you my truly excellent 
friends ?* 

^I think on this occasion,'' she said, '' we have 
the honour of showing ourselves so. I have 
come to you to relieve you of a very embarrass- 

R 



q«Pi 



943 THS UEUTBMAliya DAUOHTBR* 



ing piece of busiiien, and all I ask you in return 
18 a few lines on a sheet of paper."* 

** Which, my truly disinterested devil, is a 
piece of as infernal villany as ever was enacted 
on God's earth."* 

'• Nay, nay, Mr. Carpenter, dont take God's 
name in vain. • . • We shouldn't be too hard 
upon ourselves ; we are neither of us very im- 
maculate, you know ; and I really don't see 
what there is in the letter you need so much 
object to. A grain or two extra in the scale, 
when it is already so many pounds overweighted, 
is no such great matter. Only look at it in this 
way. Here is this girl that you have brought, — 
yoUf I ssy, have brought into a difficult position. 
She is there; the thing is done, it is not to do. 
It is too late to be moral about it ; you should 
have thought of that before. . . • The question 
is, what is to be done now? You are not such 
a fool, I suppose^ as to think of marrying the 
girl, or keeping her yourself after your uncle's 
letter which you read me." 

Mr. Carpenter bit lus lip. 

** You cannot be such a fooL . . There are 
men in the world (pray do not be offended) as 
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attracdTe as Mr. CSarpenter* We need not 
beliere a girl who admitted him prematurely to 
her fiivour, is likely to confine herself to him ; 
he would be aearoely wise to incur a certain 
loss at such a risk. Nay* now, I see I must be 
peremptory. I can have no shilly-shallying, 
listen to what I say. If you do anything for 
the girl of any kind whatever, I shall let Sir 
John know of i^ — mind that It is as well to have 
it a dear point I tell her where you are she 
will come to you, and I will suppose after what 
I have sud you will not receive her. So dien she 
will wander about the streets ; she falls into what 
hands she may, the last and most likely into that 
of the police. She is taken to the o£Sce. The story 
comes out, and Mr. Carpenter's name is likely to 
bold a prominent and not very creditable place in 
the papers. . . You read me your undoes letter : 
I may think it desirable to furnish her with a 
copy of it. I believe I recollect it. One of 
tliose predous documents it is not easy not to 
recollect. This I think — (she repeated part of 
it.) In &ct, it strikes me I may go myself to 
the police court It would not be undesirable 
to establish myself in a respectable character 
before the world, fmd I may fight her cause for 
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ber. In that caae I shall certainly advance this 
letter you have been weak enough to read to 
me. It win appear in the papers ; it will be 
commented upon. Your uncle will recognise it 
for his own, and your chance of Belmont will be 
nearly equal widi mine." 

**I wish you and Belmont, and the whole 
thing, were at the deril together," he said. 

^ All in good time,* answered Miss CSaroline. 
** On the other hand, write my letter. I will 
guarantee that the girl shall be well taken care 
of; in good hands; in a good position ; one, in 
Cict, where if she pleases, with her face and 
steady conduct, she may raise herself to any- 
thing - 

''Good hands. Yes, raise herself; aye, by- 
and-bye, to such high honour as yours is, I 
suppose. Curse you. To be led step and step 
down your belPs ladder, and leate her own soul 
in the devil's treasure house, while a legion of 
fiends bring up her body again to set his traps 
in, and do his work for him. . . . Oh, fool, 
miserable fool that I am ! ** he cried. . . ^ It is 
not enough that I must have the recollection of 
what I have done already to thb unhappy woman 
dinging to me like a nightmare, but I am to be 
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Blade the slate and tool of this infernal hag, to 
anare her down to deeper perdition.'' 

<< I can wait till you have done^** said Miia 
Caroline. 

** Wait, no, d — n you — you ahaVt wait here 
for fear the roof &I1 on our heads. Give me 
the pen, since— it must be done.*' 

** Ob 1 I am glad you are getting reasonable,** 
she said. *< Write the letter and give it to me, 
and I will relieve you of my presence immedi* 
ately.'' 

He wrote off the concluding sentence and 
signed it <* There," he said as he gave it her ; 
** if I am damned for this, I shall have the plea- 
sure of seeing you in flames ten times hotter. 

Miss Caroline took it, folded it up deliber- 
ately, and put it in her pocket. 

** I may say aur evoir then, there. Should 
any thing of the kind occur again, you'll know 
where to come. Good morning.** 

** I do not know that I do want the girl so 
much after all,** she said to herself as she walked 
down stairs ; ^ but I like to make these young 
gentlemen stoop to me ; it is entertaining. The 
mean, dirty, cowardly rascal. ... She doesn^t 
deserve as good as she'll have for being taken ia 
by such a fellow.** 



ipiWi^ili"^i««««^W**^W*mPPI 



246 THE USUTBNANI^S DAUOHTBR. 

And what were the feelings of the '*sacb a 
fellow/* to whom she was so politely allading ? 
He bad b^un to rate about bis chance of dam- 
nation at the end of the soene» but be bad no 
real idea that there was any danger of his 
getting it. God nerer would Tenture to damn 
a baronet with ten thousand a year, or even the 
heir of a baronet It was only a way of speak- 
ing. . • Fortunately for him his pride was so 
hurt at the way he bad been tricked, that it 
direrted his attention firom his conscience ; and 
as Catherine was in a way indirectly the cause 
of it, he was not in a placable mood towards 
her. 

** Confound her,*" he muttered, ^ why the 
deuce hadn't she strength of mind enough to 
keep me off? and of all people in the world the 
one she must choose to USX in with is this 
damned old woman. Really one doesnH know 
what one ought to do. • . A man ean*t marry a 
woman he has seduced. If tbey are weak and 
foolish enough to let you persuade them, why* 
as the old hag said, they are sure to let some 
one else by*and*bye. And if I was to do any- 
tiiing for her, why she must— she*d be sure to 
come to that in the end any how, and I should 
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be losing my chance for nothing. It is beet as 
it is, perhaps. • • But the old brute, to dictate 
to me,**— and Mr. Carpenter returned agun and 
again to the first bleeding wound in hb self- 
love, and found it &r harder to reconcile himself 
to that, than to the &te mto which he bad 
assisted Catherine. 

Still it is not to be said he was quite easy. 
Awake he was conscious there was something 
not quite satisfactory; and in his sleep he was 
disturbed by visions not the most delightful. 
Indeed, I believe a whole week had passed before 
he began to regard himself again in his looking- 
glass with perfect self-contentedness, and pursue 
his easy meditadons on the discovery of truth, 
(for Carpenter went out as a philosopher,) and 
his theories of universal philanthropy, and the 
new reformation. 



On Catherine the letter worked as Miss 
Caroline had anticipated. Her honour lost, her 
lover false, of course it was a terrible shock to 
her; but the taunting insolence of the letter 
had scattered every feeling in her hearty and 
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even ber pride^little pride as then was in ber 
-^etme to ber belp, and in a way assisted ber to 
bear it Miss Caroline^ sympathy was most 
jodidously administered; neither making too 
much nor too UUU of ber fiiult, and of course 
exeerating the heartless cruelty of her friend. . . 
Had she known be bad dared to insult ber by 
calling ber bis friend, she would bare torn the 
letter to atoms and thrown it in his fsce. The 
future was not alluded to. A fortnight was let 
to pass, and she was asked to see nobody ; eren 
the elder sister bad been banished to preside at 
the Branch, and they had the bouse to them- 
selves. 

At the end of the fortnight, a visit of a day 
or two was announced from my nephew^ Mr. 
John Arthur, a young man rising in business at 
a country town. This was Lord William. His 
terms rose when he saw Catherine. Nothing 
within the compass of bis fortune was to be 
thought too great; be was put in possession of 
ber history ; but the rose was sweet enough still 
to make him forgive the taint upon its perfume. 
He put himself under the oontrol of Miss 
Caroline, and consented to be guided by ber 
advice ... He continued under bis frigned 
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name; ptid repeated idsits, and prosecuted bis 
suit diligently» as if for hoiMHirable marriage. 
He was not at aU listened to at first, and but 
ookflj listened to afterwards. . . Catherine bad 
been too severely wounded to be able to think 
of any more aflfection ; and she felt too degraded 
eren to allow bersdf to think of it . • The truly 
kind explanation, however, of Miss CSaroline, so 
ingeniously oontriTod as to undermine her own 
natural principles in conveying her nephew's 
feeUngs, induced her at last to listen. Gratitude 
might warm into affection ; and an honest man 
who could love her in spite of what had past, 
was at least entitled to her regard. • . This was 
all they were waiting for. Drugs did the rest, 
and the unhappy girl awoke one morning to 
find herself a second time betrayed. 

Lord William, of course, swore unalterable 
afiection, disclosed his rank, accounted for all 
from hb passionate lore of her. Miss Caroline 
let fall a comer of her veil, and advised a con- 
tiuuance of the liaison; and Catherine^ at first 
overpowered with horror, and then, as the whole 
thing began to disclose itself bewildered at the 
hideous devil-web in which she found herself 
entangled so hopelessly, yielded in desperate 
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miserible acquietoenoe to Lord William's en* 
treaties; and beliered, or persuaded herself 
she beliered, his oaths of unalterable attach- 
inent 

For her share of the transaction, Miss Caro* 
line received 500 guineas. ... In three weeks 
the jewel had lost its norelty, and the pretty 
plaything must find the fiite of all pleasures, 
that are only pleasures till they are obtained. . . 
I cannot go on with the nauseous history of 
the downward progress. One cannot tell how 
powerful to make persons recklessly degraded 
is the belicTing that they hare already become 
so. • • • She surrendered herself in despair to 
what appeared to be her destiny ; there was no 
escape for her except suicide, and for suicide 
she was not yet ready, her cup was not full* 
She was pitched along from hand to hand, the 
period of each new friend's constancy growing 
shorter and shorter at each tranafer, for Cathe- 
rine was too miserable to please ; till at last her 
haggard painted bee was seen nightly in the 
theatre or the saloon, and the wretched tictim 
was only saved from madness by the self-forget* 
fulness of unbroken intoxication. ' 

One night— it was the soene which had 
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seemed to pause before me for a moment in the 
shifting of the slides — at one of the rooms in 
which the unhappy beings meet together like 
the hack horses of the livery stables, for the 
accommodation of the public, they met again, 
face to face, the destroyer and the destroyed. • . 
She flew to him, such as she was ; she could 
not resbt it. She flew to him and clung around 
his knees ; so changed as she was^ so degraded 
as she felt she was, she forgot the history of her 
wrongs in the sight of him again ; she forgot it 
was he who had disgraced, betrayed, and insulted 
her, and she hid her face and sunk ashamed 
before him on the ground. She was ashamed 
even to raise her eyes to him, • . • He pushed 
her from him with a brutal jest ; but she clung 
to him stilL His companion, jealous of another 
claimant intruding upon her right, tore her 
rudely away by the hair, and she had sunk 
fainting on the floor; in which state she was 
carried out into the street, and laid down on the 
nearest doorstep to recover as she could. . . . 
This was the last ; from that doorway she had 
crawled away to Exmouth to die. 
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CHAPTER VL 

AoAix the scene 8bift8» — ^I am now I know 
not where. A lamp ia beside met and a bundle 
of letters in my hand. They, are tied together 
in a paper band, and carry written on them, 

Henry C to E. Hardaway ; but the seals 

are broken, and it seems I am to read them. 



« BdoMBt, Avf. IS. 

** You have a good right to grumble at me, 
my dear Hardaway ; a fortnight is passed since 
the day I promised to be with you, and I am 
still here, and I have not written. But you see 
I have taken a large sheet now, and I am going 
to fill it; and so I shall quit all scores with you 
for the reason I shall give you for my noo-ap* 
pearance will make a long and amusing epistle. 
Yott say tme^ that my unde^s house can bave 
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no great chann for me ; my auntfs Tulgarity and 
his emptiness and conceiti are so intolerable 
that, night after night as I go up into my room, 
I grind the heel of my boot through the carpet 
for very spite that I am, forced to bear their 
name. And then the nauseous way in which 
they patronise me, — introduced at parties as, 
* My nephew Henry ;* as if I, I were to be 
indebted for the consideration of society to my 
kinsmanship with such a family. . . The house 
is always full of people, but I cannot enjoy 
anything. Few of them are well-bred enough 
to hide their contempt for my uncle (I can 
pardon them for feeling it). They know very 
well they are conferring infinite honour upon 
him ; with Lord this, and Sir John that, it is 
all plain sailing. He has more money than they 
have. They being little suns in their little 
neighbourhood, throw a kind of reflected lustre 
on whoever they choose to smile upon ; he pays 
their election expenses, and this service they 
are content to accept as the price at which they 
will sell themselves like wax candles to shine at 
his parties. 

^ You remember our Ethics Lecture at Oriel, 
how old — used to hammer into us that 
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doing went before knowing> and you acted on a 
principle agea before you understood it; well, 
my good aunt and uncle are just cases in point 
Tbey act on this principle of buying and selling, 
and yet tbey have never oonfossed it to them- 
selves ; nay it has never once occurred to them. 
Their plebeian instinct teaches them what they 
must do^ but vanity has hold of their under- 
standings, and they flatter themselves they are 
adored for their own sakes. • • My uncle means 
to found a fomily; and be has not obscurely 
hinted to me that his daughters are to have 
good fortunes, but that I am to he his heir. 
Ten thousand a year is not to be sneesed at, 
yet I often doubt whether it is worth the price 
I have to pay for it Verily it is enough to 
make one despair of this world, or at any rate 
of the thing we have made of it, when a man 
like my uncle is the sort that its system smiles 
upon, and that rises from nothing to an eari*s 
fortune. What if the money should exert a 
formative influence upon one, and model who- 
ever owns it after the klea it was acquired 
upon! Experience hiokily does not oonfirm 
this theory, and one comforts o i l o s e lf with re- 
membering Vespasian. WeU» you may fonoy 1 
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should have found on excuse before this to be 
off if there were no other attraction ; but there 
is, and the Ustory of this is the part of my 
letter which is to excuse and compensate for my 
absence. ... I had several times seen a Tcry 
pretty girl about with my young she courin on 
the beach and in the garden; but as nobody 
ever mentioned her name in the house, and my 
aunt, if she ever said anything to her, always 
spoke in the same overbearing impertinent tone 
in which she did to the rest of the servants, I 
concluded she was merely a nursery-maid ; and 
as in these matters I make a point of following 
Lord Chesterfield's advice, and eschew all low 
intrigues, I contented myself with admiring her 
beauty at a distance, and exercising the whole- 
some discipline of self restraint Well, about 
three weeks ago, a few days before I was to 
have made a start of it for you, I was strolling 
about the grounds just after sunset, and hap- 
pened to turn into one of the little vulgar brass 
cupola'd summer-houses. I sate down to wonder 
at the row of coloured Vauxhall lamps stand- 
ing as sentinels round the melancholy pond, 
(they have shut out the view of the sea). The 
seats are aU pink cushioned, so that a very 
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trifling aDeuiness I felt in arranging myself 
made me alter my position to ascertain the 
cause of it I found I had sate down upon a 
booky and I experienced the same kind of emo- 
tion as Robinson Crusoe at the foot print in the 
sand. A book at Belmont I My uncle had 
sent the dimensions of his library to his book- 
seller, and since the thousand volumes hsd 
taken their places upon the sheWes» not a soul 
of them had had his repose invaded. • • One I 
had once tremblingly taken down, but the dust 
met me with such a look of beseeching re- 
proachfulness, that I put him gently back with- 
out waking him. • . . And now here! out of 
doors in a summer-house» the very epicureanism 
of studiousness. What are you ? I asked, hardly 
daring to touch him. I made an eflbrt, gathered 
courage, and took it up. . . . The Revolt of 
Islam ! — a second thunderstroke. What garden 
fiury ; but imagine a fsiry in a summer-house 
with pink cushions, and the sea shut out by 
clipped box-trees and coloured lamps. . • It 
was.a £ury though, and at that very moment 
she came in upon me to daim her forgotten 
property. It was the girl I had seen with the 
. • She startedf and seemed uneasy 
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when she saw me ; she recovered herself how- 
ever immediately, and then she had an advan- 
tage of me. She had seen me every day, know- 
ing who I was, so that I was less strange to her 
than she to me. For me, not Anchises could 
have been more astounded when the goddeea 
disclosed her majesty to him. This graceful 
elegant creature I had taken for a maid ; this . • 
But I know you hate rhapsodiesi and I shall 
be keeping her waiting if I describe ; which was 
just what she did not do, for her embarrassment 
was gone in a moment. She apologised very 
quietly for disturbing me, she believed she had 
left a book there, if I would be so good as to 
allow her to look for it. . . . But at that moment 
she caught sight of it in my hands ; she coloured 
and hesitated; I felt my advantage instantly. 
I might keep her with the help of the book, 
just long enough to get something said, which 
should serve for the beginning of an acquain- 
tance. You know I manage these things very 
gracefully ; I had time for several very choice 
sentences before her face resumed its natural 
colour, and then I gave her the book directly ; 
she would have resented it had I kept it longer ; 
as it was, she took it with a faint smile of thanks 
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and TaDUbed. I returned to the bouee, deter- 
mined not ungratefully to neglect so promising 
an opening, and to make tome inquiriee which 
should enable me the next time we met to 
know better what to make of so unaccountable a 
phenomenon. On inquiring, I found, as I was 
sure I should, that she was a lady; a lady be it 
known, of better fiunily, by a great many steps, 
than we Ubertmo patre naiu She is the daugh* 
ter of an old lieutenant who died here a few 
years back; who, because he serfed his king 
like a gentleman, and ncTcr troubled himself to 
bow down and worship the golden image of 
Cbeapside and the Stock Exchange, had fidlen 
under the d'lspleasure of that Divinity, and been 
summoned out of life^ learing his daughter to 
the tender mercies of the world. JMy aunt, good 
charitable soul, with a heart OTerflowing with 
pi^, and a mind, with true Cbeapside meanness 
in little things, keenly alive to the advantage 
of securing a governess for her children, without 
having anything to pay for her, took her to 
live here at Belmont Truly a sweet life, to 
live with the servants, and to teach the children 
to be ladies, to be reminded three timesadayby 
my aunt, of the in6nite debt of gratitude she 



wm 



s _ 



TBS uiutevakt's dauobtbe. 259 

owes to Iier» to be hated alike by the whole 
hou8ehold> becauae she is graceful^ beautiful, 
and refined, and they are all alike odious, vulgar, 
and detestable, and because her persevering 
sweetness will continue to pour the fire drops of 
patience and kindness on them in spite of their 
ill treatment; really the Carpenters haye run 
up so very long an account the wrong side of the 
book, that I, as the future representative of the 
family, think I can do no better than pay it all 
off by anticipation, and throw myself and all 
that I have or shall have^ at her feet It is no 
great sacrifice. I believe, if the truth is known, 
the balance will be found her side of the score 
sdll, for what am I, or what have I, that I can 
have a right to hope for so exquisite a creature ? 
I have not spoken to her since, but I am wildly 
in love with her. I see her continually with my 
cousins, but she has never given me an oppor- 
tunity of exchanging a word with her, and 
scarcely even of catching her eye ; but evening 
after evening I stray about the garden and the 
summer-house, and fortune by-and*bye will smile 
on truth and patience. I will write again 
in a few days. 

^ Yours affectionately, 

" H. C.** 
s S 
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TAree week$ later — afragmeni extoHe. 
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loTet me, — ^yes, 8he loTetme, — 
the has told me so. Our lipe have touched each 
other ; how long they hung there, God knows, 
I know not. It was but one long thrilling 
moment of extacy. Time was not for usi for 
those are no earthbom enjoyments, but true 
children of hea?en ; and we hung entranced in a 
flash of the everliving now of eternity. What 
is life to me now ? O Hardaway ! Hardaway ! 
how does the burning truth shoot over me now 
of the inspired words of the old prophets^ who 
teach us that love was the creator of the universe ; 
and curses on the freezing systems of our misera- 
ble heartless teaching, which scatters snow 
flakes on those words of fire, and pieces them 
out into the wiredrawn articles of our con- 
temptible theology ! That religion I Thatdivi* 
nityl O the prohnation of the holy name I 
What can they know, the drivelling dotards 
of the pulpit and the lecture-room, of the foil 
flood tide of spirit that rolls in with the great 
wave of love into the free heart of man, and 
recreates for him the splendour of Ood*s uni* 
verse, as it was when the open secret first 
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glittered in unveiled magnificence before the 
hienrchy of heayen? I do not know myself 
again, — I cannot find myself again. I am God*s 
freedman, and now for the first time I know 
what it is to he a man. Wisdom, truth, beauty, 
God, duty, — I know them all now ! Verily am I 
now reborn of the Sfurit, the child of lore, whose 
new life now banning shall be loTcly as the 
lives of angels are. O ! when I think what I 
have been. But now that is past, gone. The old 
Adam, the old nature. Ah I now I am free 
again, once again baptised in fire the heir of 
heaven ! And Catherine . . . you, you are the 
means of grace, the mighty channel through 
which God pours this blessed gift on me. . • . 
Truly these messengers of heaven take forms 
among us, in which we children of earth are 
slow to find them; the God was among the 
herdsmen of Admetus, and they knew it not. 
And Catlierine was here in the form of a ser- 
vant; and I — I dared to think I should be 
bringing new life to hen" 

It appears our young friend had been 
getting up Germanesque philosophy, and con- 
ceived he had found a northwest passage into 
heaven. From ihe next letter it would seem 
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be had been teaebing bit young lady, and tbat 
ber own ttadies bad ni a way manured tbe 
ground to reottve it 

** Calberine is a true cbild of pamon, 8be baa 
no idea of duty wben tbe does not love, and no 
sacrifice is too great for ber wben sbedoes; she 
has known ber feUow creatures only to despise 
tbeni» because she has only found beartles8ness» 
wben there was tbe greatest pretence of respect- 
abili^; and it is easy to teach ber tbat tbe 
forms of society, which men make so much fuss 
about, are but modes of legalised selfishness, 
built together upon the theory that all mankind 
are trying to OTorreach each other ; senring at 
best but as protection against injuries, which a 
pure-hearted child of nature would either be 
ashamed to consider injuries, or which, if they 
are real, can recttTe no compensation for. Lore 
knows no law, because it fulfils all law ; lot e can 
work no ill, and can beliere none ; tbe laws of 
tbe heart are the only laws which it is nrtue to 
obsenre, and sacrilege to break. Laws written 
and systematised may be for the impure and the 
base, but they shall never hinder her from 
obeying what ber heart tells bdr she may do, 
because they can never redrsss what she would 



THB libutbnaiit's dauohtbiu 263 

oonnder an injury. She has no half feeling, 
she cannot doubt me, because she loTes me ; 
and so long as she has my love, she cares for 
nothing else. 

** To a heart which has for a long time been 
thrown in upon itself, and been forced by the 
hardness or unkindliness of the element into 
which it has been cast to live and feel for itself 
only, to a mind which since it has learnt to 
think has never known a friend, the first word 
of sympathy from without, is like the kiss which 
awoke the enchanted sleeper. It has but been 
in a dream before — it only becomes consdous of 
itself, when it sees its own reflection in the mind 
of another. This is why books can do so little ; 
they only tell you what others have thought 
and suffered ; nothing of what you are thinking 
and suffering; only here and there you £all 
across some feature you recognize as your own, 
but you find it linked on to others that are as 
strange to you, and so it merely perplexes you 
the more. Catherine only sees herself in me, 
neither thought nor feeling can go alone yet. 
Her spirit's baby children prattle along holding 
by my hand; now and then I have to carry 
them in my arms, when they are tired, and 
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sometimes take the mother's office too, and 
nurse them at my heart, as hy-and-bye, please 
God, she inll do for my bodily children ; but 
that b to be, and the time is not yet ripe. In 
the mean time^ she Iotos me, and must love me^ 
because she only exists through me, and it is my 
highest pleasure to be her guide and teacher ; 
and all her risions, which till now have only 
been flitting before her, I have been able to 
call out into an expressed Cuth of the most 
beautiful kind. 

^ What are all these laws and restrictions by 
which the simplest and most innocent actions are 
fenced in and restrained, but* a school which 
teaches us to sin by destroying the loring confi- 
dence which, if we were left to ourselves, would 
of itself compel us to all that is best and love* 
liest ? Who would ever have thought of killing 
his brother, except the law had suggested it to 
him, by insbting that he should not ? Because • 
these miserable negatives are so bedriUed into 
us, we learn to believe that there b a necessity 
for it, and men become wicked in foot, because 
they are taught they have a tendency to become 
so ; we distrust our neighbours, and our n«gh- 
hours distrust us; but destroy suspicion, and 
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you dettroy the cause of it ; assume that there 
is no sin and can be no such thing, and the 
spectre will vanish out of the world with the 
belief in it This is the style of our conversa* 
tion, and this 'is Catherine's morality, pure and 
noble-minded as she is, she can live by it, and 
she shall live by it ; and if it be a dream it is too 
beautiful for me to spoil with my matter-of- 
fiikct detail of the depraTity of mankind. After 
all, it is, you know, true ideally. It should be so; 
noble minds can eten now live and die by 
it, and Catherine's purity shall new inspire mine. 
To her, as she is, I at least feel I can never be 
untrue. I know myself, and I can trust myself; 
married or unmarried, she knows no difference. 
The form that a priest can read would not 
tinge her cheek with one hue of happier bright- 
ness, because it could add nothing to her 
security. She supposes I must wish it, because 
I have to live in the world, and the childish pre- 
judices of our fellow-mortals might be in the 
way of our doing all the good we are by-and-bye 
to do together. But for herself she would not 
marry me at all if she felt even the shadow of a 
wish for it as a protection ; and so we sail on, 
as yet I know not whither. The cloud that 



966 



THE UBUTEMANT'S DAUOHTBB. 



bangs orar the future makes it eren more 
intensely alluring^ and I leave to time to de* 
velope in its own way what it is beyond my skill 
to unravel, and what it is most likely I should 
only spoil by intefering with. We are the sport 
of destiny ; you and I« and all of us. To^^lay 
has bad its own incidents, to-morrow has a 
firesh store to come. Dragged through them 
we must be, as we have been ; and the day after 
them too will belong to the past It is only our 
own ignorance of it, that make the future seem 
uncertain. • • • When I shall leave this, I know 
not; what I shall do, I know not, and do not 
care to know. I crave, and yet I hang back ; 
why, I cannot tell. I cannot, O no, I do not 
doubt myself." 



And so rises the cloud castle, which when the 
wind changes, will tremble into ruins. He, 
wretched fool, deceiving and deceived ; knowing 
at his heart lus own emptiness, yet dreaming 
too that he believes what he is saying; she, 
simple and untaught, having lost at the hour of 
need the hand whidi should have led her the 
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way that sbe should gO| blltng across this mock 
sun, and dassled by its wordy brightness, listens 
to all this, and because she lores him, dreams 
she understands. Love holds her heart, and 
hb tongue has bewildered her uneducated con- 
science. She cannot choose but believe him, 
as he sweeps her on to perdition ; she has never 
known a teacher; she has wandered at her own 
wild will in the garden of the poets. She has 
never seen a flower lade, and dreams that it is 
spring for ever. . • . 



** And what,** I said, tumiDg to my genius as 
the papers I seemed to bold passed out of form 
and melted into cloud ; <* what is this wretched 
girl's own early history, what miserable sin has 
she, or what have her fathers committed, that 
she was plunged so into this inevitable de- 
struction ? ^ 

** Neither had sbe sinned, nor ber parents,^ 
answered the geuius; ** unless indeed it be a 
sin to bring children into the world at all — as 
perhaps it is.* 

'* What ! "* I said, •* are there not enough of 
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the worthleta and the wicked in the world, if 
God will afflict it, to bear his judgments, without 
dragging oat this poor innocent child, and 
plunging her in a net of cireumstancea, into an 
ocean of guilt I ^ 

* When circumstances compel, there is no 
guilt,^ replied the genius. ^ But it is not the 
least idle of the dreams of you mortals that you 
prescribe to Proridence the way that it shall go, 
and murmur if it does not obey you. You 
make such a prating in your sermons and phi- 
losophies, about God*s way in punishing rice 
and rewarding rirtue, and you forget altogether 
that it b you men that do it and not He. He^ 
does not strike the tyrant with hb thunder- 
bolts; the eonsiurator assassinates him. You 
punish what on the whole interferes with your 
enjoyment, and reward what furthers it; to 
make your system respectable you call it dirine ; 
and then when anything Cslls out you find it 
hard to reconcile with your theories, you are 
like to turn bfidels. . . Listen, howerer, to her 
history. 

** The lather of Catherine Gray was one of 
Nelson^s old lieutenants. He had no interest, 
and only oommott merit He always did his 
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duty, that is, he always did whatever be was 
told to do. Had he ever been thrown into dr- 
cumstances which called for anything more, he 
might have shown himself equal to them ; but 
as he never was, he continued to serve in ship 
after ship plain lieutenant Grey. A man who 
did his every*day duties in an every-day way, 
was never mentioned in dispatches; and at the 
peace was considered sufficiently rewarded by 
his country with a coast-guard lieutenancy at 
Exmouth. Here, with fifty years and an old 
uniform upon his shoulders, his pay, and his 
pockets tolerably lined with prize-money from 
a lucky last cruize, he considered his quarters 
and his daily allowance large enough for one 
more besides himself; and forgetting that in 
such cases one and one might not make a 
simple sum of addition, he married the daughter 
of an old brother officer, with a pretty face and 
true sailor-daughter's heart for her only recom- 
mendation. Old Gray was as young on his 
wedding-day as he was the first time he was 
ever cut down in his middy's hammock; and 
the light-hearted maxim of his life was. Look 
out for to-day, and to-morrow will look out for 
itself. • • They spent their prize-money in a 
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honey-mooii, which thb time was kind enough 
to tike fenger than usual on its sky journey, 
giving them six weeks of itself instead of four ; 
and at the end of it they came back to live in 
their little whitewashed cottage, with its door 
and two windows down stairs, and three windows 
in a row up stairs ; and the lieutenant*s ten 
shillings a day tokeep two backs covered from the 
rays of the sun and the eyes of their fellowmortals, 
and three stomachs (forthey had ventured, impru- 
dent people, on an old woman for the kitchen 
department), with three breakfasts, three din- 
ners, and three teas daily ; and the backs were 
always covered, and the various meak came 
regularly on the table; and where could you 
find a couple over whom the wheels of life ran 
lighter or more smoothly, as he would sit in his 
porch on a summer evening before the door 
and smoke his long Dutch pipe, and weave his 
little wife long stories of the mad exploits of 
himself and her Cither, when they first sttled 
together in the little Firefly. And she would 
sit opposite and knit her old husband his worsted 
overalls against the long rough nights of winter; 
or if a lucky seisure had enabled her to indulge 
in so pardonable a vanity, bind a few smart 
slips of ribbon into b«r Snnday bonnet. 
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*< There were times indeed when he was out 
upon hb watch, and Us eyes as they fell upon 
the sea marked the shadows of the douds stain- 
ing with thmr mky spots the deep bright green, 
that a shade would pass too across the old man's 
mind, as he thought of the small handful of 
sand that most likely renudned for him in his 
life*glasst and hb poor wife left alone in the 
wide world, with none to Ioto or to take care of 
her. • • And the clouds came oftener, and the 
smile in the morning at breakfiut played less 
freely on his lips, after she had whbpered to 
him one night, half happy and half frightened, 
that another little soul, before spring came 
again, might perhaps be sent down into their 
family. . • And then in the dark hour, the old 
man would go wipe his spectacles, and take 
down the big old Bible and open it at random, 
and the 6rst text he lit upon would be sure to 
be a messenger of peace to him. . • . He had 
always feared God and done his duty, and the 
seed of the righteous, he would find, were never 
left to beg their bread. And so he smoked his 
pipe and took comfort, and trusted that if it 
pleased the AUmerciful to call him away out of 



mm 



273 



THS UBUTBMANT8 DAUGHTER. 



life. He would find some means of showing pity 
on those he left behind him. . • And the winter 
came, and the spring was coming, and Ood did 
proTide for his poor wife, though not exactly in 
the way the lieutenant had wished and hoped 
for. • • • No worthy relatire died and left them 
money ; no Admiralty news of his own promo- 
tion came to lighten his troubles and lay another 
epaulette upon his shoulders ; but a few hours 
after she had left a little lady upon the bed to 
bear her name and fill her place on earth, Ood 
took her away and gave her promotion into 
heaven. • . Poor fellow I he had loved his little 
Catherine with his old boy heart, with a true 
boy's love ; and no young wooer ever mourned 
a lost mistress with a deeper or truer sorrow. . 
He felt as a man might who had toiled through 
a long weary voyage all alone in a little boat 
Towards an evening he had reached what 
seemed safe harbooragcb the high land round 
him and between him and the broad sea ; but 
in the morning wakes to find his high land was 
but dood-bank, and his harbourage a coral reef^ 
and the wide weary infinite of ocean all around 
him stilL 
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««Tbe liratMmit had taen deadi in aaaj 
awful fonns; be had boed Urn m die thnndar 
of the batda and the war of die tMopeat; he 
had been at the iterming of great dtie% and 
aeen young witea diagged off the ho£ea of dieir 
murdered huahand% and done to deadi at dieir 
aidea m a way too horrible to apeak o£ • • He 
had heard from hb berd i wel l ibr him it wia 
not hb watdi— he had heaid die ahridc fipoaa 
the deek of a returning IndJaman^ vdxed with 
crash of timber and Uling 8par8» aa hia own 
proud Qrrant aUp had atroek heri and aha went 
down under the keel of the deatroyer; yet it 
seemed as if he bad nerer known what death 
was, till he saw life and death so fearfully con- 
trasted on that little bed ; the tiny infant 
stretching its little bands towards the mother's 
breasts, which were not yet cold; one might 
have thought the soul had not left the earth, 
but, chrysalis-like, the old shell bad broken 
when the new body was ready to receive its liiiB^ 
and the soul of the mother was living still in 
the person of the child. . . So came the little 
Catherine into the world : the child of sorrow. 
The angel of death who was sent on an errand 
so unlovely, wrecked hb anger on the innocent 
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cause of his coming. As he pissed away with 
the mother's soul he turned to frown upon the 
child ; and if those say true who tell us that 
the forecast of its destiny is written on the 
features of the new-bom infants, the fether 
might have read a strange tale of misery in the 
painful glances of those new-awakenod baby 
eyes. 

** Howbeit no such misginngs occurred to the 
lieutenant; he was too much absorbed in the 
thought of what he had lost to pay much atten- 
tion to what had been left him in her place; 
and when the first gush of sorrow was over, and 
he could ask to have his child brought for him 
to see, the cloud had passed away, and the tiny 
creature looked into his face and smiled. . And 
March and April rolled past, and the spring 
came up upon the earth in all its beauty, and 
the sea was clear and the sky was blue; the 
choral birds morning and erening chanted their 
thanksgivings to the goddess of the May, and 
once more the sun shone in upon the old man's 
heart, and he too could thank God for what God 
had given, and bow hb head in resignation for 
what had been taken away. • . 

** Fourteen years sped away fost as your own 




what more Use God augfai please to let him 
CQBtmoe ufom eartfa» be eoold spend carelessly 
ia the falfflifnt of his then easj daty ; and in 
tranquil expecUtioQ of the hour when be should 
hxwt earned bis ifiacharge, and be let go with a 
retinng pentinn into bearcn, • • . The mother- 
leas Catherine nature adopted for her diild, and 
nature wcmgd the only schoolmistress she had 
the patience to learn from. There was a day- 
school at Exmonth, which for sereral years she 
used to attend, and Tery rapidly she oontriTed 
to pi^ up a smattering of the common things 
which were tanght there ; a little French and 
F n gBs h , apd music enough to enable her to 
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sing, in her own wild way, the old romantic bal- 
lads she had gathered out of such books as were 
not school-books, which she could come across. 
But she liked best to chase the goats orer the 
diffii and the butterflies in the cowslip meadows, 
or to sit under the flag*staff with her lather's 
men and hear them tell their wild stories of 
savage life in the glorious islands of the southern 
seas. • • . And they would teach her their high 
soul-stirring war songs of the ocean, which she 
would go pour into the delighted ears of her 
happy father, as night after night in the fine 
weather he would sit and smoke his pipe in the 
old jessamine porch, and she would now fill it 
for him as her mother used to do. 

** Time speeds swifUy when the road is smooth, 
and only limps and stumbles over the rocks and 
stones ; and sailors seldom see their three-score 
years and ten, for the rough seas shake the 
sand in their life*glass, and it runs quicker than 
that of other men. . . • The lieutenant's sixty- 
fourth birthday past and he was never to see 
another. He might, perhaps, have lingered 
out the fine-drawn thread one more^ perhaps 
another, had not the firown of CSatherine^s evil 
angel whetted the sdssoDS of die fiUes^ and 
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nurfMrtmie abrapdy Mfered it Tho inturaaoe 
ofBoB, whore his kutf pounds a year was to hare 
secured a profiooo far Us danghter, suddenly 
stopped payment The dishonesty of one of 
the partners^ and the csrslsispsss of the rest, 
had exposed the whole eapitsl to the disnoe of 
a dangqpous speculation ; and it wu lost utterly 
and irredeemsbly. The fibres that hound to- 
gether the old msnii soul and hody were too 
feeble to besr the strun of anxiety and distress 
wludi fall upon him. • • They psrted suddenly, 
and Catherine was left an orphan.*' 
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CHAPTER VL 



You very nearly bare her history ; Uule re- 
mains to be tokL . • • Sir John and Lady 
Carpenter had lately come to live at Exmouth. 
Sir John was a retired tradesman of Cheapside. 
With a knighthood and three hundred thousand 
pounds, he existed at Exmouth, it would seem, 
for the sole purpose of giving hb lady a title, 
entertaining her friends, and paying her lady« 
ship^s bills. • • In London he had been of some 
importance^ for be was a good steady man of 
business, knew the interests of trade, and fol- 
lowed them out in the part be took b politics. 
In Devonshire his object was to metamorphose 
himself and come out aa a gentleman, to endea- 
vour, by the best dinners and the best daret^ to 
blot out the stains of hb extraction. No 
plumes waved higher than her ladyship^ in the 
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well-curtained and cushioned pew on a Sunday. 
The gold on her Bible and Prayer-book would 
have ^ven a new set of clothes to the whole 
Charity-school ; and three scarlet footmeut with 
gold canes» formed her body-guard as she passed 
up the aisle. . • Sir John, true to the interests 
of hb new order, paid the expenses of the elec- 
tion of the Consenratiye member, and never lost 
an opportunity of crying op the Oom Laws and 
nuling at Free-trade, as the party cry of a few 
selfish deugning money-makers. Nay, on one 
occasion he was so self-devoted as to sacrifice 
his old Cheapside self to make the present self 
glitter brighter by the comparison. ** No one," 
he said, " had a better right to know what they 
were than he had, for he had himself once been 
one of them, and no motive but love of money 
had ever influenced him.* ... In fact, the 
Carpenters were the family of Exmouth; no 
balls were better attended; the officers of the 
Exeter garrison never failed; their distinguished 
and select parties went the round of the county 
papers: in short, for selfishness, uselessness, 
vulgarity, and ostentation, it would have been 
difficult, if not impossible, to have provided 
them with rivals. • . • Two children, both girls. 



280 THE lieutenant's daughter. 

fitted up their social circle ; the eldest eight, the 
secoiid two years younger. • . • But the Car- 
penters, with all their magnificence, had not 
thrown off their trading habits; and extrava* 
gantly profuse as they were in large matters 
when there was ecl&t to be got for it, they were 
as extravagantly mean in trifling ones ; a feature 
in their character which involved them in many 
petty difficulties, as they particularly wished to 
be considered charitable, — the very father and 
mother of benevolence. True, there was not a 
subscription list in the county where their names 
did not appear. Yet people often observed the 
sums were rather insignificant. This, however, 
they contrived in a way to obviate, by dividing 
their donations ; and, instead of Sir John's name 
appearing with the whole, his lady's stood else* 
where in the list at full length berides, con- 
triving so to double the display without adding 
to the expense. 

It was under this good lady's eye that our 
Cstherine had the fortune to ML . . . Hie 
orphan's finend was a delightful title; what 
honour would she not get on earth by it, and 
what an angel would she not he by-and-bye in 
heaven I What if she was to take her to live 
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wtdi her little girls? Catheriae wu Tery pret^, 
quite clever enough, and had learned enough 
for them at any rate to begin upon. . . Under- 
standing whispered it would save the expense 
of a govemesit. The .very thing. She talked 
the matter over with her lady'e-maid in the 
momiag: with Sir John at the twelre-o'clock 
breakfast; and in the evening C^erine^ who 
was sUll too much stunned, stupefied by her 
faUier's loss, to know or care what was done 
with her, was in the hands of her ladyship's 
housekeeper. . . . 

■* And that is all," said the genius to me. 
** Think it over now and link on the beginning 
to the end ; and see if you can tell when sin 
came in, and she began to deserve what fell 
upon her. Is not rather the idea of "deserving" 
but a dream? and does not one thing follow 
another as it cannot choose but follow, as the 
grass grows when the rain falls, and withers 
and parches under drought ? Nay, you must 
judge and think for yourself; do not bring your 
ideas to me," he siud, as I was going to in- 
terrupt him. " I show you what I have to 
show you ; it is for you to . leave it or to profit 
bjrit. 
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^ I bare another scena for you before we 
part* 

And again we were in the old Exmouth 
churchyard. It was daylight now, and all the 
birds were singing ; and the sun was sbiningi 
and the bells were pealinj^ and a thousand 
bright eyes were flashing from the tiny waves 
as they danced in the light before the summer 
breexe. 

A pyramid of gaudy streamers were floating 
up the flag-staff; and the king's cutter, whldl 
lay under the hill, was trailing her broad banner 
orer her stem. The church door was opetti 
some service was just over, for the bells only 
began to ring as we settled down there, and a 
troop of people were coming filing out ct the 
porch. They seemed most ot them to be the 
coastguard men, by their round jackets and 
anchor buttons, and trousers white as swan- 
down. Their wives and chiMren were all with 
them, all in holiday costume ; and the men had 
roses in their button»bole% and the women and 
children nosegays in their hands, and many 
shouts of laughter came ringing out of the 
group of bright and sunny fooes. ' A nurse with 
a baby in her arms^ swathed carefully in at least 
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a bnndred ibawb and wrappers, though it was 
buming Julj, made her way through an open- 
ing in the erowd, anudst a shower of wishes of 
good ludcy aceounting in a way for the coOeo- 
tioQ diersb and walked rapidly with her diaigo 
across the fields, to the white cottage at the 
statioii. A clergyman shortly followed out of 
the diordi, and close after him, a gentleman in 
a naval officer's uniform; and could I beUeve 
my senses ? a lady they seemed to tell me was 
the same Catherine^ with a little hoy some two 
years old, holding on by her glore. 

The clergyman shook the o£5cer warmly by 
the hand. 

** May you know many such happy days, my 
dear captain,** he said ; ** and may I live to offer 
many children of yours to God in this church." 

* Ah, there is the cutter with her flags out, 
and the station too ; what a pleasure it must be 
to you, to see yourself so beloved, your happi- 
ness so shared in by all these people.** 

** Thank you. Doctor; I believe, though, I 
may thank my little wife for it,*' answered the 
caption; ''she is the men's darling. She has 
grown up among them, and Hved among them, 
and the old sailors love her as their own child. 
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I am pretty well, but I am not what her lather 
was to them; I fimey I owe moat of their 
favours to my having had him for my btber-in 
law.' 

^ And this is your little boy, the Doctor said, 
pinching the rosy cheek between his fore and 
middle finger." *< Bless me how he grows, 
a sailor erery inch of him ; true ssilor lad, he 
lias the quarter*deck walk ahready. Let roe see, 
how old is he ? dear dear, yes indeed, two years 
last month. Yes, he was bom the week before 
his grandfather died. How time flies ! Are we 
to have you long with us, captain 7* 

^ That is as it pleases our good Lords of the 
Admiralty,** he replied. * It is five years now 
since I came ; you know I was put on when the 
force was increased, as a sort of extra superin- 
tending officer, and I have heard nothing of my 
being superseded ; you may be sure I shall not 
seek it. It wouM break Catherine's heart to go 
away, and I can be well enough contented to 
live and die at the place which first gave her to 
me. To be sure^ what a providence it was 
I was ever sent here at all. It happened just 
when they wanted an officer here, that my 
had qyplied for something to be given 
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me to do, and as there was not any ship in the 
way» I was posted off here; what a chance 
these things turn upon * 

* It was much against my will, I can tell you, 
Catherine ; I was sulky enough about it, till I 
had to come here and take up my quarters with 
your lather ; and then you know you managed 
to reconcile me to my fate. . • • Dear old man, 
what a brave heart there was in him, and how 
he bore up against his many troubles I Tliat 
business with the insurance office, Catherine ; 
he told me many times, his anxieties for you 
then were like to have made an end of him, 
and it was only God^s mercy that they didn't ; 
and 80 it was God's mercy, dear Catherine, for 
if he had not lived, I should never have known 
you, and some other lucky fellow might have 
worn my jewel." 

** Sec, madam," the Doctor said, *< the very 
dead are smiling to*day ; those pretty children 
have dressed your father's grave in flowers. 
How does death lose his terrors, and change 
into the sweetness of sleep, when it is made 
beautiful so by children's hands." 

The grave mounds were fenced in by a 
little row of wooden crosses; fresh gathered 
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roses and lilies buog from one to the other in 
long, festoons; and down between them were 
sleeping these two in sweet and blessed peace ; 
they had suffered in life^ they had borne some 
pain together upon earth, and they had borne 
the sharper pain of separation; but now they 
lay there together nerer more to part, and on 
their crosses hung no longer crowns of thorns, 
but wreathes of sweetest flowers. 

^ Follow them," the genius whispered, as the 
three mo?ed slowly across the diurchyard to- 
wards the spot. 

** The inscription," he said again, as I hung 
behind the pensive group . . . ** read it** 

I did so; it was the same^ word and word 
the same, but with this me difference. The 
old man had outlived the date I had first read 
five summers; and aiity-nine, not nzty*four, 
marked the number of the year of his pilgrim* 
age.** 

O God! and that was all; fire Unks hung 
on upon the chain, and the shadow of the 
fiuher^s life had held aloof the blistering footsteps 
of sorrow and of sin, and the child*^ path lay 
along through a garden of roees, into a life of 
virtue, end an end of peace. 
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«<AndwluGhiitnie?"I tsked. 

«*QMiie with me to the ligbt* aad I will 
show you,** be replied. I staggered afker hin, 
belund drawn curtuns to the opra light of day, 
the oool Mi bceeie played upon my free^ and 
woke me to life and reason. I had erawled to 
the open inndow of my bed^room, and my eyes 
were m the wide sheet of the Atlande, and the 
peaks of Aehill were pnrpfing in the rising 
son. 
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